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TALES OF THE ROCK. 



AFTER GUNFIRE. 

It was a beautiful summer night, and I was 
riding round the Guards with my husband. 
I used to be rather pleased when he happened 
to be " Field Officer of the day," and this noc- 
turnal ride was consequently added to the list 
of his duties, for I have always owned to feeling 
the highest admiration for Gibraltar as seen by 
starlight. Everything that is lovely is idealized, 
while everything that is the reverse of lovely is 
hidden by a discreet veil of shadow. As we 
started from Europa and rode along towards the 
Pass, I was able to gladden my eyes with the 
sight of that "silver sea." which I had read of 
from childhood, but which I had never actually 
beheld until fate led my wandering steps to 

B 
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Gib. The water lying between us and Africa 
was without a ripple ; it looked exactly like a 
sheet of molten silver. Beyond, Ape's Hill had 
crowned its summit with a wreath of white, 
fleecy clouds, which lay like drifts of snow upon 
the mountain top. Presently, when we left 
Europa Gate behind us and ascended the 
rising ground further on, we looked down upon 
the harbour, where the lights on board the 
different vessels gleamed picturesquely at 
irregular distances, and the fainter lights of 
Algeciras shone out across the Bay. The in- 
fluence of the stars and the night was too strong 
for me, and although experience whispered that 
I should regret it, I began to quote — 

"In such a night 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage." 

*' Oh, ah, yes ; " said Arthur, " and he showed 
his sense by stopping away. We'll take all the 
rest of that for granted, if you please. Look 
here, Jane, I wish you'd tell the cook that the 
maccaroni cheese she sent us for dinner was 
abominably tough." 

*'For goodness sake don't talk to me about 



AFTER GUNFIRE 3 

the cook just now/' I answered ; " can't you see 
that Fm on a higher level than maccaroni 
cheese ? " 

" If you are, you had better descend," he said, 
** before your pony comes on his head, or some- 
thing else unpleasant happens to bring you down 
with a run." 

It was hopeless to seek sympathy from Arthur 
when he talked like that, so I realized that the 
beauties of Shakespeare must be reserved for a 
more suitable occasion, and at the same time 
I remembered that though Gibraltar may often 
look like Fairyland, the beings who inhabit it 
are of the earth, earthly. We rode on, therefore, 
without any further transgression on my part, 
taking our way direct to the North Flat Bastion 
which was first on Arthur^s list of the places he 
had to visit that night. 

I used always to pull up and remain modestly 
in the background while he clattered forward 
with the shout, ** Guard, turn out ! " and it was 
only when he had finished his brief inspection 
and I heard him give the order, " Turn in the 
Guard ! '' that I would emerge from the obscurity 
and rejoin him as he passed on. It amused me 
very much when we happened to be later than 
B 2 
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usual, and twelve o'clock had struck, to see the 
men rush out at him with fixed bayonets till he 
gave the password for the night. This evening, 
however, we were fairly early, so that little 
ceremony was omitted. Nothing occurred to 
vary the usual routine of our round, except that 
at the Main Guard there chanced to be on duty 
an unfortunate subaltern whom Arthur con- 
sidered slack in the performance of his work, 
and my husband took the opportunity of arous- 
ing that youngster to a sense of his errors by 
means of some of the forcible and flowery 
language for which he is so justly notorious. 
We finished up in good time at the Guard at . 
Rosia, and then it only remained for us to go 
home again. 

" Which way do you want to go back ? " asked 
Arthur, " up the steps or round by the road ? " 

" Oh, up the steps, please," I answered, with- 
out hesitation, " that's always part of the 
programme." 

The flight of steps in question leads upward 
by a short cut to the road, which runs at a much 
higher level from the South Barracks to the 
Naval Hospital. Each step is cut out of the 
earth, is wide and shallow, and is faced with 
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stone. An English horse would blunder hope- 
lessly over the task of ascending here, and an 
accident might possibly result from the attempt ; 
but the Barb ponies are as clever on their feet 
as cats, and ours were wont to walk upstairs as 
solemnly and sedately as if they had been 
accustomed to it from their earliest days. The 
steps are fairly well lighted, there is a gas lamp 
at the bottom and another at the top, both of 
which are kept burning all night. 

We had got about halfway up, Arthur leading 
the way and I following close behind him, when 
suddenly my husband's horse stopped dead. 
The light at that spot was not particularly good, 
but by bending forward I could just make out 
that something which looked like a long, dark 
bundle, was lying at right angles across the way. 
What it was I could not distinctly see, the 
shadow from the wall on my right making 
everything more or less obscure. 

" It's a man," remarked Arthur, leaning down 
from his saddle to investigate the nature of the 
obstacle across his path. 

"Really?'* I answered. ** 1 suppose he's 
asleep. It's hardly the place I should have 
chosen for a nap, if I were he.'^ 
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"More likely he's drunk," said Arthur. 
" Here, hi ! get out of the way, can't you ? " 
he called out; ''don't you see we want to 
pass ? " 

The prostrate figure remained immovable and 
Arthur began to grow angry. 

" If you don't get out of the way at once, I'll 
pretty soon make you," he said sharply, and 
finding that this intimation had no effect what- 
ever, he proceeded to get off his horse to carry 
out his threat. 

Arthur threw the reins across his arm and bent 
over the man at his feet ; his horse meanwhile 
stood perfectly still, for the Gibraltar ponies 
are accustomed to view with placidity all kinds 
of eccentric things which would drive more 
nervous animals nearly frantic with alarm. 

An indescribable change in Arthur's careless 
attitude warned me, even before he spoke again, 
that something was amiss. 

*^This is serious, Jane," he said ; " I'm afraid 
the poor fellow is dead." 

He loosened the folds of a long dark cloak that 
was wrapped closely round the upper part of 
the figure, but he had no sooner done this than 
he uttered a horrified exclamation. 
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• " Good God ! the man has been murdered ! " 
he cried. " He has had his throat cut ! " 

I was so inexpressibly shocked that I could 
not say a word. It was the first time I had 
found myself face to face with a tragedy in real 
life, and the ghastliness of it quite overpowered 
me. Things began to sway and to lose their 
right proportions before my eyes, only, by 
some curious contradiction, I could not help 
seeing, against my will, that the dead man's 
grey beard was stained with crimson, and 
that his heavy cloak was saturated, too, with 
blood. 

Arthur, who had been almost as much shocked 
as I was, regained his mental balance in an 
instant. He is always at his best when things 
go wrong, and is a tower of strength in moments 
of emergency. 

" I must go back and call up the Guard," he 
said. "You won't be afraid to wait here till I 
return ? " 

I was dreadfully afraid — so much so that I 
felt it would half kill me to remain there alone 
with that ghastly thing at my feet, but I was 
ashamed to add to the difficulties of the situa- 
tion by betraying my weakness. "Don't be 
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longer than you can help," I said, and Arthur 
went off forthwith. He was very quick about 
it, and in less time than I could have thought 
possible, I heard him coming back in company 
with the men whom he had gone to fetch. 
This time he had left his horse down below, and 
the sound of the approaching footsteps and 
voices gave me unspeakable comfort, for my 
state of nerve-tension hid grown to be such that 
in another minute I should certainly have broken 
out into screaming. 

Arthur had, of course, already given a brief 
explanation of the circumstances under which we 
had made our terrible discovery, and when the 
body of the unfortunate man had been carefully 
lifted up, and carried away to the guard-room, 
there seemed nothing more of any practical use 
that we could do. The non-commissioned 
officer of the Guard, however, who had come up 
the steps with the other soldiers, suggested that, 
in order to save time, perhaps Arthur would ride 
on and acquaint the Civil police with what had 
happened, and to this my husband at once 
assented. As for me, I could, of course, give no 
information, beyond a general corroboration of 
Arthur's statement, and I was therefore told that 
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my further presence was not necessary, and I 
could go home at once if I wished. 

Arthur led my pony to the top of the steps. 
" Are you sure you are fit to ride home alone ? " 
he asked, " or shall I get hold of somebody to 
go with you ? " 

" It's all right ; Vm only a little shaky," I 
answered. " I would rather go back by myself, 
thanks." 

I recollected that in a quarter of an hour I 
should be at home, and I felt that the sooner I 
got there the better. So the lazy pony had to 
wake up for once, and canter all the way up the 
hill, for I knew, though he did not, that I should 
never ride round the Guards again. With the 
aid of a strong dose of sal volatile I had, in 
some degree, pulled myself together by the time 
Arthur came in, but I suppose I looked a 
wretched creature, for he at once proceeded to 
prescribe for me. 

" Whisky and soda is far better for you than 
that stuff," he said. " Tm going to mix you a 
stiff one, and you'll have to drink it. It was 
very unfortunate that you happened to have 
come out with me this evening, but we couldn't 
foresee anything like this." 
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"Of course not," I said; "it was just as bad 
for you as it was for me. Tell me, Arthur, have 
they found out who he was, poor man ? '' 

" Yes," he answered," there was an old letter 
in his pocket which gave his name and address 
He was a Jew living in Irish Town — Manuel 
Lobo by name. What he was doing at that 
time of night at Rosia nobody knows. Perhaps 
to-morrow something more definite will be 
discovered." 

" Have they any idea who murdered him, and 
why ? " I asked. 

" Not at present," he replied ; " that may 
possibly come out at the inquest. It was a 
brutal murder, whoever did it, for the poor old 
chap must have been seventy at least, and quite 
incapable of any resistance." 

As Arthur had expected, further particulars 
were not long in forthcoming. It transpired 
that Manuel Lobo had kept a small shop in the 
town, and had been assisted in his business 
there by a young man, some three or four and 
twenty years of age, named Ferruja. Two 
days before his death Lobo had received a sum 
of three hundred dollars, this being the proceeds 
of the sale of a small fishing-boat, of which he 
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and a brother of his were joint owners. The 
money was paid partly in Spanish bank notes 
and partly in silver, and on the night of the 
murder Lobo, in company with Ferruja, set out 
for Rosia where his brother lived ; the old 
man's expressed intention being to pay his 
relative the snm that was due to him, leaving 
the balance in his charge for safe keeping until 
arrangements were completed for its due invest- 
ment. From the time of his departure from his 
own house Lobo had not been seen alive ; the 
assistant and the money were missing. The 
natural inference was that Ferruja had murdered 
his master as they descended the Rosia steps, 
and had decamped with the proceeds of his 
atrocious crime. 

The . murder created a great sensation in 
Gibraltar, and the sordid motive which led to it 
aroused the strongest disgust and indignation, 
A reward was offered for the apprehension of 
Ferruja, and an energetic search was made for 
him in all directions. It was expected that he 
would certainly be arrested before long, for 
it is almost impossible for a man to get away 
from Gibraltar if "wanted" by the police. 
Every person passing into Spain by way of 
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Linea or Algeciras is subject to a rigorous 
personal examination at the hands of the 
custom-house officials, who are always on the 
look out for contraband goods. This rule is 
relaxed in favour of English officers and ladies 
riding through Linea on their way to the beach, 
but it is rigidly adhered to in all cases of 
Spanish workmen employed on the Rock, and 
persons passing backwards and forwards with 
supplies. Now, bank notes can be easily traced, 
and Spanish dollars are cumbrous possessions, 
so there was no probability of Ferruja being able 
to pass the Spanish custom-house with his 
money concealed about his person. On the 
other hand, he was hardly likely to leave his 
booty behind him. 

It was tolerably certain that he had not 
escaped by sea, for a strict watch had been kept 
at all points of embarkation, and even the fish- 
ing-boats had not been allowed to go out from 
Catalan Bay without first submitting to a police 
inspection. Those who had control of the 
measures considered necessary for his capture 
were of opinion that he was in concealment 
somewhere in Gibraltar, and they also believed 
that if he had friends who were helping to hide 
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him they would not be able to do so much 
longer. 

Both Arthur and I had been, of course, 
required to give evidence at the inquest, but as 
far as I personally was concerned, the ordeal was 
a brief one, and the greatest consideration was 
shown me in every way. Nobody was surprised 
at the verdict, which could hardly have been 
other than " Wilful murder against Juan 
Ferruja." 

A day or two after the inquest Arthur left 
Gibraltar for a week's trip in Spain with a 
friend. Travelling in hot weather makes me 
cross, so I decided to remain at home, preferring 
to be lazy behind closed shutters in the heat of 
the day, and taking my share of air and 
exercise in the late afternoons. 

During the week of my husband*s absence I 
received and accepted an invitation to dine with 
soixie people in the town, and to accompany 
them afterwards to the Alameda. There is 
music once a week in these public gardens, 
which form a lovely and attractive resort for the 
townspeople. The inhabitants, both English 
and Spanish, who frequent them are invariably 
orderly in their behaviour, and on winter after- 



14 TALES OF THE ROCK 

noons or summer evenings when these open-air 
concerts are held, it is pretty to watch the 
pleasure of the children, or the gay groups of 
dark-eyed Spanish girls, each with her fan in 
her hand and her hair coquettishly adorned 
with flowers. 

As I drove down the long steep hill which 
skirts the Alameda and leads to the town, I soon 
saw that something unusual was taking place. 
This road, which has been with justice described 
as the most beautiful mile and a half in Europe, 
is usually quite deserted in the evenings, or at 
most a stray cab or two conveying diners-out 
to their destination may be met with. But 
to-night a long line of armed Highlanders 
had possession of it from the brow to the foot of 
the hill, each man being placed at about five 
yards distance from his nearest comrade. Away 
to the right the shadowy forms of more soldiers 
could be dimly seen between the trees, and 
higher up amongst the rocks some indistinct 
sound of voices or the rattle of a loosened 
stone falling from crag to crag betrayed the 
fact that people were on the alert. 

"What's going on, Hopkins?*' I asked of 
the groom who was with me. 



AFTER GUNFIRE IS 

**0h, ma'am," said Hopkins, delighted to un- 
burthen himself of the information which he 
had probably been yearning to impart during 
the last ten minutes, "they're a chasin' the 
murderer. There's eye-witnesses as has seen him, 
ma'am, this very day, coming out of one of them 
caves in the upper part of the Rock. So now 
there's been strong pickets sent out in all 
directions, and they've put a line of soldiers 
down this here road, as you see, ma'am, and 
along by Windmill Flats and round by the 
Moorish Castle, so that if he tries to come out 
and get through, they're bound to catch 
him.'' 

" I see," I answered ; " they've drawn a 
cordon all round to cut him off." 

"That's it," continued Hopkins, exultantly, 
'* and they'll have him, too, to a dead certainty, 
before they're many hours older. A party of 
police and some more soldiers has gone up to 
look for him in the cave. He's a desperate 
character, and it'll be a good job when they've 
got him safe. He can't get away the other 
side, you know, ma'am, for he'd break his neck 
if he tried to climb down the Rock to Catalan 
Bay." 
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As we reached the bottom of the hill we 
met a detachment of Infantry coming through 
Prince Edward's Gate, in charge of an officer ; 
no doubt they were on their way to assist in the 
search. Hopkins was quite ready to favour me 
with his ideas on the best mode of capture, but 
he found that I was far from responsive, and so 
he presently grew silent. 

The dinner that night was a cheerful one, 
but I did not contribute to its success. There 
are times when I am conscious of being deadly 
dull in society, and on this occasion I felt sin- 
cerely sorry for the man who had taken me 
down and whose evil fate compelled him to sit 
next me. Penance in moderation, however, is 
not injurious, and I trust that an hour and a 
half of boredom may serve as a set-off against 
some of that gentleman^s shortcomings, whatever 
they may be. 

After dinner we all adjourned to the Alameda, 
and when we arrived there it was evident that 
the search for Ferruja was still being prosecuted 
with energy. Every now and then the search 
light was flung from one of the vessels in the 
harbour on to different points of the Rock, and 
as the stream of dazzling white light fell upon 
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the crags and boulders which form the heights 
surrounding the Signal Station, we, looking up 
from below, could distinctly see the smallest 
details of the ground thus illuminated, though 
they were distant fully fourteen hundred feet 
above us 

Presently our party split up into little groups 
of twos and threes, which were soon lost to 
view in the winding paths of the Alameda. 
After a while I found myself sitting on a stone 
seat beneath ah oleander bush, in company 
with Major Stuart, my host of the evening. 
The band was playing that delightful and 
dreamy " Sobre las Olas," which one hears on 
an average about a dozen times a week in 
Gibraltar, but of which I, at any rate, had 
never learnt to grow weary. There is some- 
thing in the swing and rhythm of the music 
most suggestive of Spain and the South, of moon- 
light serenades, and the gleam of dark eyes 
looking downward from wrought-iron balconies. 
And the starlit sky above us, the sweet odour of 
the flowers around, and the occasional echo of a 
light laugh, or a gay word amongst the passers- 
by, combined to form a whole that might well 
please the most fastidious, and waken dull 

C 
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perceptions and sluggish iniaginations into 
harmony with the hour and the scene. 

" Major Stuart," I said, ** I wish you would 
find me a cab, and let me go home. Say good- 
night to your wife for me, and tell her I'm 
sorry to go so early. But this is driving me 
mad." 

Major Stuart knows me very well, and he is 
at all times ready to make allowance for those 
eccentricities of mine which place me outside 
the circle of the fortunate women whom nature 
has endowed with common sense. 

" What is it this evening? '' he asked ; " does 
the crowd annoy you ? I know you don't like 
your fellow- creatures en massed 

** No," I said, " I prefer them by ones and 
twos — ones for choice. But it isn't that ; it-s 
the force of contrast which is appalling me. I 
am haunted by the thought of that wretched 
creature who is being hunted down to-night." 

** Sentimental weakness on your part, if 
you'll allow me to say so," he remarked. 

" Very likely,'^ I answered, *^ but I can't help 
it. It's too ghastly to think that while we are 
amusing ourselves, without an idea beyond the 
pleasure of the moment, he is, perhaps, lying 
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panting^ behind some boulder of rock, probably 
gasping for want of water, and knowing that 
each minute his pursuers are closing round 
him." 

"If he is, he richly deserves it/' said Major 
Stuart. 

" No doubt he does,'* I replied, " but where 
should we all be if we only got just exactly 
what we deserve ? You, perhaps, might be up 
on a pedestal, with your virtues commemorated 
on stained glass windows, but as for me, I know 
I should find myself in some decidedly worse 
place than I have ever arrived at yet. If I 
didn't feel certain that it is an impossibility, I 
would say that I hope that man will escape." 

**You don't wish me to believe that you 
sympathize with a murderer ? " he asked. 

'* I don't defend murder in the abstract, if you 
mean that, though I have every sympathy with 
those crimes which are committed in the heat 
of sudden anger or under violent provocation. 
This one, of course, was not of that class ; it 
came solely from the horrible greed for gold 
which degrades mankind to a lower level than 
the beasts of the field." 

" Then, since you admit this, Mrs. Johnstone, 
C 2 
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why do you still wish that such a criminal should 
escape from justice ? *' 

** Because it must be such an awful experience 
to feel your hand is against every man and 
every man's hand against you/' I said. " I am 
so badly constituted that when I see people 
hunted and driven, with overpowering odds 
against them, I can't help being sorry for them, 
whatever they've done. Think of that man's 
agony of remorse, if he is capable of feeling it, 
and think of his unspeakable state of moral 
degradation if he isn't ! How can you say that 
such a creature is not deserving of pity ? " 

" He's deserving of hanging, and that's what 
he'll get," said Major Stuart. " His own con- 
duct, and nothing else, has brought him to the 
plight he's in to-night. If a man chooses to set 
all laws, human and divine, at defiance, he must 
take the consequences." 

" Wei V I answered, " we shall never agree, 
for we look at the matter from different points 
of view. You are the incarnation of practical 
justice, and I, as you quite correctly observed, 
am sentimentally weak. At all events, I am 
out of tune with music and laughter for this 
evening. You must please get me a cab.'' 
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Major Stuart shrugged his shoulders, and 
knowing well enough that when I become 
wrong-headed I am deaf to argument, he 
piloted me through the gardens and did as I 
had asked him. 

" My wife will be dreadfully vexed at your 
going away like this/' he said, as we parted. 
"What am I to tell her?" 

" Oh, tell her what you are too polite to tell 
me/' I replied, " that I am the greatest fool you 
ever met. Good-night." 

Arrived home and having dismissed my cab, 
I saw, as I walked into the house through the 
verandah that, according to my own instruc- 
tions, the lamps had been left burning in the 
drawing-room and dining-room. The bungalow 
in which we lived contained four rooms of equal 
size, with one smaller room and a long passage 
at the back of the house. To enter the drawing- 
room I had to pass the window of the room 
which my small daughter and her nurse occu- 
pied together. All was dark and quiet there, 
and they were evidently asleep ; they were the 
only occupants of the house, for in accordance 
with a peculiar and most inconvenient custom 
in Gibraltar, the kitchen and servants' bedroom 
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were built right away from the bungalow, and 
stood at a considerable distance, with a road 
running in between. 

I went into the drawing-room by w'ay of the 
long window which opened on to the verandah, 
and having closed and fastened this window 
Jbehind me, I proceeded next to put out the 
light. Then I passed on into the dining-room, 
and was just about to extinguish the light there 
also when, to my unspeakable astonishment, 
a door which communicated with my bedroom 
opened softly, and a man walked in and stood 
confronting me. 

. For a moment I was so taken aback that I 
could only give a kind of gasp, and stare at him 
stupidly. Then, feeling myself quite incapable 
of coping with him, whether lunatic or robber, 
and being at the same time unpleasantly aware 
that I had cut off the nieans of retreat by bolt- 
ing and securing the drawing-room window, I 
endeavoured to assume a confidence which was 
far. from genuine, and asked him boldly, *' Who 
are you, and what do you want ? " 

'* I am Juan Ferruja," he answered ; " for love 
of the blessed Virgin, Senora, give me shelter 
here to-night. The police and the soldiers are 
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hunting for mc outside as men hunt wild 
beasts." 

Good heavens I Here was indeed an appall- 
ingly practical test of the genuineness of those 
sentiments which I had expressed not half 
an hour before to Major Stuart. The criminal 
whom I had pitied was actually before me 
soliciting help, and it was necessary for me to 
take my choice between two courses of action. 
Either I must beguile him by fair words into a 
belief in niy sincerity, and, having safely secured 
him in one of the rooms, I must arouse my 
nearest neighbours, or my groom (who slept in 
the stables), and deliver him over to their safe 
keeping, or else I must in reality grant him the 
shelter he asked for, in which case I should 
probably be the means of securing his freedom, 
and might thus give him the opportunity of 
committing fresh crimes, if possible still more 
atrocious than that for which he was now 
hiding from justice. 

There was, of course, a third alternative, 
but this rested with him and not with me. He 
might, if he chose, murder me where I stood, 
and so take by force what he could not 
otherwise obtain. No doubt the man was 
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desperate and ready to win his liberty at any 
price, 

'* How did you get through the line of soldiers, 
and why did you come here ? " I asked, trying 
to gain time. 

" I got through, without being seen, near the 
Jews' cemetery," he replied ; " I had hard work 
to cross the open ground at Windmill Flats, but 
I do not think anyone saw me. I managed to 
come down the rocks by the hole in the wall at 
the back of Europa Cottage, and because there 
were soldiers in the road there I was forced to 
come on to avoid them. Then I crept into this 
verandah, and very cautiously I looked into the 
windows. I could hear by the regular breathing 
that somebody was asleep in the end room, and 
I saw there were lights in the house, though no 
one was stirring ; so I walked in there," he con- 
tinued, pointing to my bedroom, '* and I stayed 
there to rest and take breath. I knew nobody 
would search for me in a field officer's quarters." 

I turned the lamp higher and looked at him 
attentively. He was gaunt and worn, with 
tell tale hollows in his cheeks, and his clothes 
were little more than rags begrimed with dust 
and dirt. In his eyes I saw that unmistakable 
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look which has often appealed to me in the 
eyes of a hunted hare when strength is 
failing fast and the hounds are pressing close 
behind. 

** Are you in want of food ? '* I inquired. 

"Senora," he said," I have been hiding among 
the caves and rocks for three long days and 
nights^ and it is but little that I have had to 
eat." 

I went to a cupboard which stood in a corner 
of the room, feeling doubtful whether I should 
find any provisions, for everything of that kind 
was kept over in the kitchen. It chanced, how- 
ever, that there was a loaf of Spanish bread, 
part of a tin of sardines, and a decanter half 
full of claret. These things I handed toFerruja, 
cutting short some word of gratitude which he 
apparently attempted to say, 

" Now," I said, " I will give you permission to 
stay here, but only on one condition. You 
must leave this house before daylight to-morrow 
morning. The servants will be over here at 
six o'clock and you must be gone by the time 
they come." 

" Do not be afraid, Senora," he answered, 
** they shall not find me here. In three hours' 
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time the pursuit after me will have slackened, 
and I shall get away without discovery/' 

'* Come with me, then/' I said, and, taking 
the lamp in my hand, I led him into my husband's 
dressing-room.^' 

" This is where you can- remain," I continued ; 
" when you leave you will do so by way of the 
drawing-room window. You can unfasten the 
bolts from inside." 

" Thank you," he said quietly. " There is 
only one thing more. I should like to know 
your name." 

Horrible visions crossed my mind of his 
probable bragging in future days amongst his 
degraded companions in the lowest drinking- 
shops of the service rendered him by an English 
officer's wife. 

" It is not necessary that you should know 
my name,'' I answered shortly. 

" As you please," he replied. " Adios, Senora. 
A Spaniard does not forget.'^ 

I closed the door upon him and went away 
into my own room. Then I sat down, feeling 
so overwhelmed that I began to cry quietly. 
I was sure Arthur would be furiously angry if 
he knew what I had done, and I remembered 
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regretfully how often I had made mistakes and 
put myself in false positions by trusting to my 
first impulse in circumstances which required a 
cool head and sound judgment. Certainly, I 
had put myself in a false position now, and I 
had vague and terrible apprehensions as to 
what could be done to me if I happened to get 
found out. I was hazy as to whether I should 
be liable to fine or imprisonment, but whatever 
it was, it would undoubtedly be something 
awful. 

Then my thoughts took a new turn, and 
suddenly a panic gained possession of me 
altogether. I remembered that we — two women 
and a tiny child — were shut up in the housie 
with a murderer, and that this murderer was a 
person who had shown himself regardless of 
every consideration of humanity in the case of 
his old and helpless master. Supposing . hq 
killed us all to-night, or supposing it should 
occur to him to rob the house? There were 
plenty of silver forks and spoons in the dining- 
room ; and the diamonds, which I had inherited 
from my grandmother, were here in the ward- 
robe beside my bed. I jumped up hastily, with 
the intention of locking my door ; then I recol- 
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lected that in my usual careless fashion I had 
lost the key a couple of months ago. The 
terror which was upon me grew stronger at this 
discovery. The remembrance of that poor old 
man as I had seen him lying dead seemed to 
warn me that this was the fate which was in 
store for me also. Why should I sacrifice my 
own life and the life of. my little daughter for 
the sake of shielding this monster of iniquity 
from the punishment he deserved ? Major Stuart 
was quite right after all : the man of his own 
free will had chosen to rio evil ; it was right and 
just that he should suffer for it. 

I stole noiselessly out of my bedroom, intend- 
ing to summon help. I had got as far as the 
drawing-room window and had laid my hand 
upon the bolts, when a new feeling — a curious 
mixture of shame and pride and pity — restrained 
me. No ! Come what might, I could not bring 
myself to betray the man who had trusted to 
my honour in his hour of need. Of all the 
mean actions which disgrace the annals of 
history, both sacred and profane, the deed of 
Jael, the wife of Heber the Kenite, had from my 
childhood seemed to mc the meanest. And I 
had always felt that if such a creature as that 
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were indeed destined, as Deborah and Barak 
declared, to be ** blessed above women," I would 
prefer to remain without a benediction. Now 
that I found myself placed in a position some 
what analogous to that of the Kenite's wife, I 
would at all costs guard against sinking to a 
level as low as hers. This wretched fugitive 
who was in my house stood on the edge of a 
bottomless gulf; let his future fate be what it 
might, mine should not be the hand- to push 
him over. 

I went back to my room in the darkness and 
sat down to watch and listen. But until the 
welcome daylight broke I never heard a sound. 
When the servants came over to begin their 
work my husband's dressing-room was empty. 
Ferruja had departed in silence and secrecy and 
had left no trace behind him. 

" Well/' said Arthur, when he returned from 
Spain a few days later, " I suppose you heard 
that tliey Ve caught Ferruja ? '^ 

" No, indeed," I answered, " I didn't know it. 
When, where and how did it happen ? " 

" Last evening," he said ; ^' he was stopped by 
the Spanish Guardacostas as he was attempting 
to land from a small boat between Campo and 
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Algeciras. Of course they handed him over to 
the police at Gib." 

'' Now he will be tried, I presume," I said. 
" Shall I be expected to give evidence at the 
trial?" 

" Of course you will," he answered, " but you 
needn't be afraid. It will only be a repetition 
of what you said at the inquest." 

Ferruja was tried, and finally condemned on 
the clearest evidence. I saw him for the last 
time when I was put in the witness-box. He had 
something of the same dejected appearance as 
when he had sought shelter at our house, and he 
seemed quite apathetic and indifferent to the 
proceedings around him. Only when I appeared 
as a witness to the discovery of his master's 
body, I thought I saw a gleam of surprise and 
recognition in his eyes. It vanished, however, 
immediately, and he resumed his former dull and 
listless bearing. 

In due time he was executed, and before his 
death he made a full confession. This was 
satisfactory in so far that it acknowledged that 
his sentence was deserved. I fancy, however, 
that few who heard the evidence at the trial 
could have doubted his guilt. 
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On the afternoon of the day of his execution 
we were having tea in our verandah, when a 
Spanish priest was announced. Major and 
Mrs. Stuart and one or two friends were with us, 
and there was a little flutter of surprise at so 
unexpected an addition to our party. The 
priest was a stout, middle-aged man, with a 
sallow skin and an unhealthy appearance ; he 
spoke no English, but addressed me with great 
courtesy in French as I came forward to receive 
him. 

" I trust you will pardon me for disturbing 
you, Madame," he said, " when I tell you that 
I am the bearer of a communication to 
you from the criminal who was hanged this 
morning." 

" To me ? " I exclaimed in great confusion, 
conscious that I was becoming very hot and red, 
and instinctively aware that Major Stuart, who 
is an observing person, noticed it. 

" Yes," continued the priest. " In the course 
of my duties it was my office to be in attendance 
upon Ferruja at the scaffold. A few minutes 
before his death he asked for a pencil and paper 
and wrote this message, which he charged me to 
deliver to you in person.'^ 



32 TALES OF THK ROCK 

So saying, the priest handed me a folded sh'p 
of paper. As I opened it, Arthur, looking over 
my shoulder, read out loud the words which 
were written upon it. 

"In the cave whose entrance is hidden 
by a fig-tree, among the rocks above Sandy 
Bay. Five paces inward from the tree-trunk. 
Dig." 

That was all. 

" Most extraordinary ! " was Arthur's com- 
ment. "Did Ferruja send this to my wife 
by name } '' he inquired of the priest. • 

" No, sir," he replied, " he described Madame 
as the lady who was present at the finding of 
Manuel Lobo's body, and moreover he gave me 
exact instructions as to the house in which she 
lived." 

" I don't understand it at all," said Arthur, 
completely mystified. " Why on earth should 
he send this message to her when he had never 
set eyes on her, except for five minutes as a 
witness at his trial ? Did he offer any ex- 
planation about what it means ? " 

" None whatever," replied the Spaniard. " He 
seemed confident that Madame would com- 
prehend." 
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" And there is no one else who knows any- 
thing about it ? ^' 

" No one, so far as I am aware, monsieur/* 

" Well, sir," said Arthur, '* we are very much 
indebted to you for the trouble you have taken, 
although the meaning of it all is at present quite 
beyond us. I hope you'll allow us to offer you 
some refreshment. Will you have a cup of tea 
or a glass of wine ? " 

" Nothing whatever, thank you," he answered. 
" I must go back immediately." And courteously 
declining ' Arthur's hospitable persuasions, he 
bowed to us with a salutation that included the 
reniainder of the company, and went away to a 
cab that was awaiting him. 

Arthur had taken Ferruja's paper out of my 
hands and was twisting it about in his own. 

" It beats me altogether/' he said. " What do 
ygu make of it, Stuart ? " 

" Nothing at all," said Major Stuart, " except 
that if I were in your place I would go to the 
cave and see what I could find there." 

" Of course, I shall," he answered. " I suppose 
we shall be able to make out the place ? " 

" Oh, as to that," answered Major Stuart, " if 
you want a pilot, I can take you there direct. 

D 
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I know the cave where the fig-tree grows quite 
well. There was a craze a little while ago for 
digging up old bones, and Tve spent several 
afternoons there, looking for remains of palae- 
lithic nian in company with one or two fellows 
who fancied they had a scientific turn." 

" Well/^ I suggested, " if we are really going 
there, we had better do so as soon as we can. 
How about to-morrow ? Could you arrange it 
then?" 

"To-morrow will suit me very well," said 
Major Stuart. "It's a pretty stiff climb for a lady, 
but I think you could manage it, Mrs. Johnstone. 
I shall have to borrow a rope-ladder ; you can't 
possibly get into the cave without it." 

*' Then how did Ferruja do so> I wonder ? " I 
said. 

" Oh,'* he replied, *^ a really active man might 
swing himself down by the branches of ^he 
fig-tree. In fact, I believe that was once done 
by an officer of the garrison, who was the first to 
discover the cave. I must say, I am curious to 
see what you'll find.'^ 

" I'll tell you one thing we sha n't find," re- 
marked. Arthur, "and that's old Lobo's money. 
Ferruja had it in the boat with him when they 



AFTER GUNFIRE 3$ 

caught him, you know ; he was trying to get clear 
away with it . I wonder, by-the-bye, if that fellow 
was a little wrong in his head ? That's the only 
way I can possibly account for his having sent this 
paper to Jane. You see, he didn't know any- 
thing about her, so what could his motive have 
been ?" I was so irritated by Arthur's exaspera- 
ting persistence in returning to this point, that 
I could with pleasure have. boxed his ears. 

" Perhaps Mrs. Johnstone can enlighten us,'' 
suggested Major Stuart, a little maliciously. 
** Wks it the result of some mysterious affinity of 
souls, or did your avowed sympathy take a 
definite shape, after all ? " 

" I shall certainly not answer such ridiculous 
questions," I replied. " To-morrow, when we 
have been to the cave, we shall perhaps know 
more." 

On the following day, Arthur, Major Stuart, 
and I set off on our expedition early in the after- 
noon. We took a boat from Catalan Bay to 
Sandy Bay, and landing there, we proceeded to 
climb upward to our destination. It was suffi- 
ciently hard work to arrive there and to surmount 
the loosened stones which kept slipping at every 
step, but excitement lessened the sense of fatigue, 
D 2 
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and the consciousness that if I missed my footing 
I should probably go straight down into the sea 
below without any chance of breaking my fall, 
had a sufficiently steadying effect to make me 
careful. The mouth of the cave was completely 
hidden by the fig-tree which grew before it. 
Even when we were quite close it was difficult 
to believe that there was really a cavity here 
amongst the rocks. When we had climbed 
around it, as by the nature of the approach we 
were compelled to do, and when we were thus 
standing on the crags above on a level with the 
topmost branches of the fig-tree. Major Stuart 
fixed the rope-ladder which he had brought 
with him^ and was the first to descend into the 
cave. Then, while he held the ladder from below 
and my husband steadied it from above, I 
climbed down also, and. in another minute 
Arthur joined us. 

It was certainly an interesting place in itself, 
<iuite apart from the matter which had brought 
us there. The view of the sea and the shores of 
Spain was magnificent, and it looked as if one 
could easily throw a stone down into the blue 
depths beneath. The brilliant colour of the 
sky and sea contrasted with the gloom and 
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shadow of the cavern before us, while the deep, 
rich green of the fig-tree*s leaves stood out in 
bold relief from the neutral tint of the rocks. 
The floor of the cave was carpeted with the 
finest sand, in which the marks of tell-tale foot- 
prints here and there plainly showed that this 
lonely retreat had recently been occupied. 

" Now," said Arthur, consulting Ferruja's piece 
of paper, which he had brought in his pocket, 
" these instructions say simply, * five paces in- 
ward from the tree trunk.' They don't specify 
whether we are to dig on the right side of this 
cave, or on the left. The way to get over that 
is to make a trench straight across." 

" All right,' said Major Stuart ; " you begin at 
one side, and I'll begin at the other ; we will 
each go on until we meet in the middle." 

They had provided themselves with spades, 
and now they set to work. The rich, dark mould 
as they turned it up looked fertile enough to 
grow anything, and might have excited the envy 
of many an English gardener. I sat down 
upon a piece of rock to watch the proceedings, 
and as the labour progressed the interest grew 
more and more absorbing. There was some- 
thing creepy in the fulfilment of the dead man's 
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bidding, and I almost felt as though the spirit 
of Ferruja might be hovering amongst us in this 
scene of his wanderings. 

At last I sprang to my feet with a cry that I 
could not restrain, when Arthur's spade struck 
against something solid, and the next moment 
he had placed in my hands a small object about 
eight inches long, wrapped in a coarse yellow 
handkerchief. 

It was a silver crucifix, blackened with age, 
and damaged in many places by rough usage. 

''^Evidently it is intended for you, Mrs. John- 
stone," said Major Stuaft, when it had been 
passed from hand to hand, and duly criticized and 
examined. " Shall you keep it, or shall you give 
it up to the police as the property of a criminah 
and presumably stolen ? " 

" I shall undoubtedly keep it, if Arthur will 
allow me," I said. " It will serve to remind me 
that * a Spaniard does not forget/ " 

" What do you mean by that ? " inquired 
Arthur, bewildered. 

" Come and sit down under the fig-tree, and I 
will tell you," I said. " I have never been able 
to keep a secret, and I am too old to begin now. 
I don't mind your hearing it also, Major Stuart, 
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because you have guessed already that there is 
something behind the scenes, and probably 
you are thinking worse of me than I actually 
deserve." 

So we seated ourselves under the spreading 
branches at the entrance of the cave, and there, 
looking away across the glittering water, while 
Ferruja's crucifix lay upon my lap, I told them 
the story as I have told it here. 

*^ Now, answer candidly, Arthur," I said, when 
I had finished. " Was I right or was I wrong ? " 

But Arthur would not reply. '* All's well 
that ends well,'' was what he said ; and what 
he thought I have never to this day found out. 

" There was a good deal of surprise that 
Ferruja was not caught that night when the 
pickets were sent after him," remarked Major 
Stuart, drily. " People couldn't understand how 
he got away. If we had b^en wise, we should 
have remembered the old saying ^ Cherchez la 
femme.' " 
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In a small and poorly-furnished room in Paris, 
Auguste Hacquet, Anarchist and Socialist, lay 
dying. A young girl knelt weeping at his bed- 
side, her face hidden in her hands. With the 
confidence of youth, she had continued to believe 
in the possibility of his recovery long after all 
hope was at an end, but now, at last, she had 
been forced to realize that death was drawing 
very near. 

The silence of the sick chamber was broken 
only by the loud ticking of a cuckoo clock in the 
corner of the room, and by the sound of an 
occasional sob which the girl could not suppress- 
The man whose earthly race was so nearly run 
turned his head from side to side upon the 
pillow with restless weariness. In his eyes 
there was a strange look of expectancy, and 
from time to time he glanced anxiously towards 
the clock. Something weighed heavily upon 
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his mind, and until this burden was removed he 
could not die in peace. 

Presently a footstep was heard outside, the 
door oponed, and a personage of grave and 
severe aspect came in. He was President of 
the secret Society of which for many years 
Hacquet had been an active member, and at 
sight of him the dying man's face brightened 
perceptibly. 

" It is very good of you to come. I thought 
you would," he said. 

" I am sorry to see you like this, Hacquet," 
replied the President. 

'* Ah, yes,'* said the other, '^ it is all over with 
me now. The task which I wished to accom- 
plish must be left unfinished." 

"Console yourself, my friend, with the recol- 
lection that you have done much," answered 
the President, "and that your time, your energy, 
and your talents have been freely given." 

" Yes," said Hacquet, " I have done what I 
could, and it only remains for me to devote to 
the cause the most precious thing I have. I 
sent for you to-day, monsieur, that here and 
now, before I die, you may receive my daughter 
in my place. It is my desire that she should 
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take the oath of membei ship in my presence, 
and that she should continue on my behalf the 
work which I cannot complete." 

At the first allusion to herself the young girl 
had lifted her head. Her face was stained with 
tears and worn with the fatigue of many nights 
of watching, yet in spite of sorrow and sleepless- 
ness it gave promise of future beauty. She rose 
from her knees while her father spoke, and, 
drawing close to him, she took his hand in hers. 

The President looked at her, and it almost 
seemed as though a passing gleam of pity 
softened for an instant the habitual sternness of 
his expression. 

" My child, are you willing to become one of 
us } '* he inquired. 

She hesitated and turned towards her father. 
She had perfect faith in him, and honestly 
believed him to have rendered great services in 
the cause of humanity. But yet an impulse 
which she scarcely understood prompted her 
to refuse a responsibility that could not be 
shaken off. 

" Sophie," said Hacquet, ** it rests with you to 
fulfil my most ardent wish. You will not refuse 
at such a time as this." 
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There was a tone of entreaty in his voice and 
a restless eagerness in his manner that touched 
her deeply. She loved him too well to doubt 
his judgment of right and wrong. 

" Monsieur," she said to the President, " I am 
ready to do as my father desires." 

The oath was accordingly administered, the 
accompanying formalities being partially dis- 
pensed with in consideration of the special 
circumstances of the case, and Auguste Hacquet 
was thus permitted the consolation of knowing 
that, though he himself was removed from the 
sphere of his labours, he had left his daughter 
to take his place. 

After the funeral was over the President 
sought an interview with the young orphan. 

/* Sophie," he said to her, very seriously, " it is 
necessary that you should understand something 
of the position in which your father placed you. 
Remember always that it was by his wish that 
you have joined us. You have taken the 
oath, and you belong to us body and soul. 
No power on earth can divide you from us, 
for your future is unalterably bound up with 
ours. The association of which you are now a 
niember has secretly spread through every 
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country in Europe and every class of society. 
I alone as President am aware of its real 
extent.*' 

" What am I expected to do ? " asked Sophie. 

" For the present," he replied, " all that is 
required of you is that you report yourself to 
me every year on the first of January. I believe 
you have already chosen a profession, and there 
is no reason why you should not in that respect 
follow your own inclination." 

" I am studying for the opera," she answered. 
** They tell me my voice is good." 

" Continue your studies, then, my child," said 
the President, "and if at any time you find^ 
yourself in want of means, apply direct to me. 
But recollect this, that wherever you go and 
whatever you do, it is impossible for you to 
withdraw from my observation. Our Society is 
so perfectly organized that no member is under 
any circumstances lost sight of Years may 
pass before it becomes needful that I should 
call on you for any definite service, but when 
the order comes you will render instant obedi- 
ence. If you fail in this, or if you betray your 
trust as a member of this Society by divulging 
your connection with it, the punishment is 
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death. Have no fear of anything while you 
keep your secret, but never forget that your 
life depends on it." 

Some five or six years after Sophie's father 
had been laid in his grave considerable stir was 
caused in musical circles by the appearance of 
a new French singer. Mademoiselle Hacquet 
made her ddbiit in grand opera at Milan, and 
the favourable opinion of her earliest critics was 
warmly endorsed a little later on both in 
Florence and Vienna. Encouraged by this good 
fortune, she accepted an engagement to appear 
in London ; and her beauty, added to the charm 
of her singularly pure and flexible voice, at 
once obtained for her a flattering reception. 

But fate, which had already woven such dark 
threads in the web of this young girl's destiny, 
did not leave her long amidst the excitements 
of stage triumphs. An English officer, attracted 
at first by some fancied resemblance in her to 
a woman whom he had loved long ago, obtained 
an introduction, and finding his favourable 
opinion confirmed on acquaintance, he ended 
by making her an offer of marriage. 

Colonel Penberthy was no longer young, but 
his professional record was so distinguished, and 
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his personal character stood so high, th^t any 
woman might well have felt gratified by his 
preference. Sophie, who since her • father's 
death had been compelled to fight her own 
battles, and who had thus acquired a considerable 
share of worldly experience, did not make the 
mistake of under-rating the value of her con- 
quest. Yet she asked for a week in which to 
consider his proposal, and at the end of that 
time was obliged to confess herself to be still 
incapable of giving him an answer. 

" I am afraid I must appear very foolish and 
weak-minded," she said. 

*' Not at al V said the Colonel ; " you are quite 
right to take plenty of time for your decision. 
I know I am asking you to sacrifice a great deal. 
It is a serious thing to give up at the very outset 
a career which seems to offer you such brilliant 
prospects." 

" It's not that," replied Sophie ; '^ I assure 
you my head has not been turned by my good 
fortune on the stage. Tm quite aware that 
successes like mine don't always last ; some 
other singer may come forward whom the 
public will prefer to me. Besides, my health 
is never very strong, and if at any time I 
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happen to have an illness I shall probably lose my 
voice. All the great .throat doctors have told 
me that." 

** Then/' he answered, " if the prospect of your 
leaving the stage does not stand in the way, 
what other obstacle is there ? *' 

"There is an obstacle, and a most serious 
one," said Sophie. *'You have behaved very 
generously to me, and it is my wish to be frank 
with you as far as I can. In plain words, there 
• is a secret in my life which I cannot tell you, 
and I don't feel justified in marrying you under 
such circumstances as that." 

Colonel Penberthy considered a moment. 
•* Does this secret affect you personally ? " he 
inquired. 

"Yes, it does," she answered. " It connects 
me with people — associates of my father in his 
lifetime — from whom I can't break away. Don't 
ask me why ; don't ask me any questions at all ; 
I am horribly afraid of saying more than I ought. 
The best thing you can do is to go away, and 
forget that you ever saw me. Yes, the more I 
* think of it, the more certain I feel that there is 
•'nothing else to be done; I should like you to 
understand that I am very grateful ; it's for 
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your sake and not mine that I feel bound to say 
no. 

Colonel Penberthy looked at her ; he saw in 
her face undisguised regret and distress, togethei^ 
with the painful expression of a woman who was 
being driven against her will. The only explana- 
tion of her words which suggested itself to him 
at the moment was that her father had possibly 
been engaged in shady transactions, and that 
unscrupulous persons were perhaps trading on 
the knowledge of this for purposes of blackmail. 
A prominent opera-singer is more or less a 
public character, and as such, is likely to fall an 
easy prey to persecution of this description. 

•* Mademoiselle," he said, "those whom I trust 
at all I trust absolutely. Keep your secret." 

" I don't understand you," she answered, the 
colour in her cheeks deepening. " Do you mean 
that, after what I have told you, you still wish 
to marry me } " 

" Of course I do," he replied. " By your own 
showing, you seem to have drifted into difficulties 
of some kind, and as long as you are alone and 
unprotected you will be exposed to them. I 
venture to predict that you will have very little 
trouble of this sort when once it is known 
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that I am beside you with the right of defending 
your interests." 

'^ No, no," she interrupted, " that can never be 
while things remain as they are now. It would 
be a wicked and ungrateful return for your kind 
thoughts of me if I allowed you to become 
connected, however remotely, with the people 
I spoke of. The only way I can prove my 
•gratitude is by keeping you apart from them. 
Help me to do it, instead of making my task 
more difficult." 

Colonel Penberthy smiled. " You can hardly 
expect me to share your fears," he said, " or to 
admit that circumstances of whose nature I am 
entirely ignorant form an insuperable barrier ta 
your marriage. For my part, I am quite willing; 
to face the risk blindfold." 

" Ah ! " said Sophie, " you don't know how^ 
strongly I am tempted to take you at your word* 
Ever since my father died I have been quite 
alone in the world. I have had plenty of praise 
and admiration of a kind, but there has never 
been anyone to care really what became of me. 
And there has never been any peace.'' 

" It will be your own doing if you refuse it 
now," said the Colonel. 

£ 
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Sophie hesitated; her distress of minJ was 
undoubtedly genuine. 

" Listen," she said at last, '*you must leave me 
a few days longer, and I will see what can be 
done. Perhaps, after all, my difficulties are less 
•serious than I suppose. At any rate, there is 
j list one chance of escaping them, and I will try 
what it is worth. Please go now, but come back 
again on Thursday, and I promise you I will 
give you a straightforward answer then." 

So with this Colonel Penberthy was forced to 
be content, and he went away in considerable, 
perplexity. 

f The following day was Sunday, and as there 
(Was to be no operatic performance on the 
Monday evening, Mademoiselle Hacquet found 
herself with two clear days at her disposal. She 
pnade use of this opportunity to pay a flying 
visit to Paris. 

On her arrival in the French capital she 
immediately sent a note to the President of the 
Society, inquiring at what hour it would suit 
him to receive her on urgent business. His 
reply, couched in terms of the greatest polite- 
ness, assured her that he would be entirely at 
her disposal at nine o'clock the next morning. 
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The hour named was an early one^ but Sophie 
was in no way disposed to quarrel with the 
arrangement. The sooner her interview with 
him was over, the sooner she would be free to 
start on her return journey to London. 

She presented herself punctually at the 
appointed time, and was ushered by a well- 
mannered servant into a room furnished some- 
thing in the style of an office. The President 
was seated before a long table covered with 
papers ; nearer the door was placed a second 
table^ on which stood a plain wooden desk, 
presumably for the use of one of his secretaries. 
The leader, however, was alone, and at Made- 
moiselle Racquet's entrance he rose to greet 
her with some appearance of interest. 

" Well, my young friend," he said, " it seems 
that you have become famous since last we 
met.'' 

** Perhaps it would be nearer the mark to say 
that I have become the fashion," she answered. 

"Well, fame or fashion are both very well in 
their way," he returned, "but somehow I suspect 
you of the bad taste of not caring over much 
for the one or the other. To what fortunate 
event am I indebted for the pleasure of this 
E 2 
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Visit ? Have you by chance come to consult me 
about your marriage with the English Colonel ? " 

Sophie was for a moment struck dumb with 
astonishment at this question. 

" How do you know anything about that ? '* 
she asked, after a pause. 

" Oh," he replied, lightly, " I know it in the 
same way as I know everything which interests 
me. Am I to have the privilege of being the 
first to congratulate you?" 

" Since you know so much, there will be the 
less for me to explain," said Sophie, recovering 
a little from her surprise. " It is in connection 
with Colonel Penberthy that I have come to 
speak to you. He is a man of high character, 
as you are probably already aware, and it seems 
to me that as his wife I should be likely to lead 
a happier and wholesomer life than by remain- 
ing on the stage to shift for myself." 

"Very possibly," replied the President, who 
was looking at her with great attention. *' You 
ought to be the best judge of that. What 
then?" 

" I strongly feel," continued Sophie, " that I 
should be doing him a great injustice if I 
married him while situated as I am with regard 
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to this Society. Therefore I have come to you 
to ask if you will help me." 

The President's lips tightened a little, other- 
wise there was no visible change in his expres- 
sion. 

** In what way do you wish me to help you ? " 
he asked. 

" Of course, I know that nothing can cancel 
my membership," she said ; " what I did in 
Ignorance, and in obedience to my father's wish, 
I am now forced to abide by." 

*' Exactly," he answered. '* You are one of 
us now, and one of us you will necessarily 
remain until death releases you." 

" But, sir," said Sophie, " though there are, 
doubtless, many members who are constantly 
kept in active employment by you, there must 
be others who are permitted to remain passive. 
My father rendered you great and devoted 
services — what they were, I neither know nor 
wish to know. For his sake, will you set me 
free from any task which in the ordinary course 
of events might be appointed to me? Will 
you let his work on behalf of the Cause count 
for us both?" 

" Mademoiselle," said the President, "I valued 
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your father as he deserved, and I beg to assure 
you of my goodwill towards yourself. I am 
sorry that you should appear to be afraid of me. 
In what way, may I ask, has this Society 
inconvenienced you during the eight years of 
your connection with it ? What have I called 
on you to do that is repugnant to your ftelings 
or your conscience ? '* 

" Nothing," she admitted. " On the contrary, 
you have been very kind." 

" My influence has gone further than you 
know in assisting your career,** he said ; " you 
have to thank me in a great measure for your 
friendly reception in Milan, and for the favour- 
able press notices which brought you into 
prominence throughout Italy. Have confidence 
in me, my child, and believe that the past is 
only an earnest of the future. Think of me as 
your father's friend, who is anxious for your 
welfare. To prove to you that your request 
will not be forgotten, I will make a note of it at 
once." 

So saying, he took down from a shelf against 
the wall a large folio bound in white vellum. 
After consulting an index at the commencement, 
he opened it at a certain page, where Sophie 
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could see her own name printed as headline, 
followed by the minutest details concerning her- 
self. Taking up a pencil which lay upon the 
table, the President scored three red lines upon 
the left margin of the page, and then returned 
the book to its place upon the shelf. 

** So I am to have no definite promise ? " said 
Sophie. 

The President turned round upon her with 
lightning in his eyes. 

"Your request has been replied to," he 
answered. " I have had the honour to tell you 
that I will not forget your wish. Good-bye, my 
child," he added, in a bantering tone ; " marry 
your Colonel if you think you would rather be 
an old man's darling than the slave of a 
capricious public. Perhaps you are wise, after 
all!" 

While he spoke he touched the button of an 
electric bell, as a sign that the interview was 
closed. 

" Show this lady out," he said to the servant, 
"and bring me immediately the latest reports 
from St. Petersburg/' 

Sophie went back to her hotel and sat down 
to think. Ever since she had been old enough 
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to realize the nature of the Society to which she 
belonged, she had felt oppressed by day and 
night with the horror of her situation. It was a 
dreadful thing to be thus associated against her 
will with a number of reckless and desperate 
persons, whose violent opinions and abominable 
crimes she held in the utmost detestation. For 
years she had lived in constant terror lest she 
should be witness to some public outrage, planned 
and carried out by them, and though up to the 
present time these fears had not been realized, 
she knew that at any moment she herself 
was liable to receive orders to which obedience 
or disobedience would alike be terrible. 

And now she felt that she could not trust the 
President. Had she made things worse, she 
wondered, by appealing to him for mercy ? 
Had she, so to speak, uttered her own con- 
demnation when she showed him clearly that 
his views and hers were antagonistic ? She 
wished she could have known the real meaning 
of those three red pencil lines. 

" Well, is the situation improved i " asked 
Colonel Penberthy, when he called by appoint- 
ment upon Mademoiselle Hacquet a day or two 
later. 
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" The situation, as far as I can see, is exactly 
the same," she answered ; " if anything, it may 
possibly be worse. I told you last week that 
you had better go away. Please act on that 
advice at once ; don't wait on the chance of my 
having the courage to give it you a third time." 

" Why not ? " said the Colonel. 

" Because I am very unhappy, and I begin to 
feel that I am growing afraid of being alone,*^ 
she replied. 

" That is enough, mademoiselle/' he answered; 
" after what you have just said, I refuse to accept 
your dismissal. You have 'cleared your con- 
science by telling me that you have troubles. 
If they are largely imaginary, as I believe them 
to be, so much the better for both of us; if they 
are real, I shall try to help you through them. 
Be kind enough, if you please, to fix a date for 
our marriage." 

Sophie wavered, but only for a minute. She 
felt herself to be controlled by a will stronger 
than her own. The President, with his absolute 
power over her, was the link which bound her 
to all things evil ; here, on the other hand, was 
an influence for good, which might in some 
measure counterbalance the first. 
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'* Whatever happens in the. future, you Will 
hold me free from blame ?" she asked. 

" Whatever happens, I will hold you free from 
blame," he repeated. 

Colonel and Mrs. Penberthy had been married 
about two years when the Colonel's regiment 
was moved from England to Gibraltar. To all 
appearance, their marriage had proved a great 
success ; there could be no mistaking his 
devotion to his wife, and she in her turn was 
warmly attached to him. In fact, she had 
mentally exalted him to the pedestal which her 
father occupied in former days, until time 
and circumstances began by opening her eyes 
and ended by shattering her idol. Colonel 
Penberthy's friends, who at first had disapproved 
of his choice, were not very long in confessing 
that, after all, his wife was certainly a charming 
woman. During her operatic career the whisper 
of scandal, which spares so few, had never 
breathed a word against her; the most rigid 
moralist had not a fault to find. Even the 
women, who were prepared to envy her beauty 
and her talent, soon discovered that her total 
absence of self-assertion, and her genuine 
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gratitude for small kindnesses went a long way 
towards disarming criticism. They presently 
professed to see something romantic in the 
attitude of a lady who, in the springtime of 
youth and success, had preferred to exchange the 
plaudits of the public for quiet domestic happi- 
ness in her husband's home. 

The only thing which seemed to mar the per- 
fection of a very felicitous marriage was the 
extraordinary and apparently unaccountable 
nervousness from which Mrs. Penberthy suffered. 
She had an extreme aversion to large assemblies, 
and even when quite alone she would start and 
change colour at the sudden opening of a door 
or the sound of hastily approaching footsteps. 
Her husband insisted on her consulting several 
eminent doctors in London, and these, being 
unable to discover any cause for this nervous 
derangement, concluded that it resulted from 
the over-fatigue and excitement of her former 
life. They told her that complete change of 
scene, combined with the warm climate of 
Gibraltar, would probably be of great benefit to 
her, and they assured her husband that there was 
no reason whatever why she should not in time 
become perfectly well. 
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But it was beyond the skill of any doctor 
to cure the nervousness which caused so 
much anxiety to Colonel Penberthy. In her 
married life Sophie had found a far higher 
degree of happiness than she had ever dared to 
hope for, but the peace which she once told her 
husband she had ijever experienced was still 
withheld from her. She had brief intervals of 
forgetfulness — moments when she was able to 
ignore the disturbing element that lay below 
the surface — but always these hours were 
succeeded by the gloomy shadow of something 
dark and terrible in the background, and by a 
sense of helplessness like that of a caged bird 
that is beating its wings against bars. 

The regiment which Colonel Penberthy com- 
manded was quartered at the South Barracks, 
and the Colonel occupied one of the pleasantest 
houses on the Rock. Though not large, it could 
boast of more convenience in its arrangement 
than most of the officers' quarters at Gib, and it 
stood in a charming garden which commanded 
delightful views of the harbour, the Bay of 
Algeciras and the coast of Spain. The pos- 
session of this garden was one of Sophie's 
greatest pleasures ; she was extravagantly fond 
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of flowers, and was accustomed to pass part of 
her afternoons sitting out of doors under the trees. 
It was the middle of July, and Gibraltar was 
comparatively empty. Many people had already 
gone off on leave, while others were preparing 
for departure. Those who from choice or 
necessity had resolved to brave the hot weather, 
were anticipating a welcome interval of leisure, 
when they would be able to turn their attention 
to many things for which there had been no 
time to spare in the bustle of the winter gaieties. 
But meanwhile the Mediterranean Squadron 
lay at anchor in the harbour, and for the moment 
Gibraltar was bent on entertaining the sailors. 
Various festivities in their honour had been 
already planned and successfully carried out. 
Colonel Penberthy and the officers of his 
regiment were now about to take on themselves 
in their turn the duties of hospitality, and had 
sent out invitations for an open-air evening con- 
cert in the gardens of the South Barracks, to be 
followed by a supper at the mess. It was expected 
that the party would be honoured by the presence 
of an Austrian Archduke, who was closely related 
to the Queen Regent of Spain, and who happened 
to be making a brief stay at Algeciras in the 



62 TALES OF THE ROCK 

course of a tour through the Spanish Southern 
Provinces. On the day previous to that fixed 
for this entertainment Mrs. Penberthy was 
sitting reading, as was her custom, in the garden. 
It had been very hot, but now, as she sat still 
in the shade, a light breeze came up from the 
bay and stirred the leaves of the flowers which 
were all around her. The sense of having 
nothing that she was obliged to do was always 
a positive luxury to Sophie, if only by force of 
contrast from the amount of hard work which 
had fallen to her share in former days. She 
felt that she did not envy such of her friends as 
had gpne down to a Gymkhana in the dust and 
glare of the North Front, nor the others who 
were attending an " At Home '* on board one of 
the ships. 

After a while the tinkling sound of goat-bells 
fell not unpleasantly upon her ears, and looking 
up from her book, she saw coming along the 
garden path towards her a certain Maltese goat- 
herd, whose animals supplied her household 
daily with milk. He was leading one of his 
goats by its scarlet collar where the brass bells 
jingled, and as he advanced, dirty though 
picturesque, he looked quite a typical southern 
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figure, with his swarthy features, wide sombrero, 
blue shirt, and crimson waist-sash. 

Sophie was inclined to feel a little surprised 
and annoyed at being thus disturbed. 

'* Why doesn't he go round to the kitchen, as 
usual ? " she said to herself. 

Then she remembered that she had omitted 
to pay his weekly bill on the previous Saturday, 
and concluded that he must be in want of the 
money and had come to ask for it. The goat- 
herd came up to her, and took off his hat with 
great civility. After an interval of fumbling, he 
produced a crumpled piece of paper from a 
leathern pocket which he apparently wore 
strapped round his waist beneath his scarlet 
sash ; the goat meanwhile began quietly 
nibbling, with evident appreciation, the herbage 
which it found growing near. Sophie, reclining 
among the brocaded cushions of her long deck 
chair, held out her hand for the paper, not with- 
out some disgust at its begrimed condition. 

" Of course, it's his account,'* she thought, "but 
he might just as well have given it to the cook." 
She opened it and read what was written there. 
It was a password known only to members of 
the Secret Society, and implied that the bearer 
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was a messenger. Below it stood the President's 
signature, and the document was dated two days 
previously. 

Sophie's face became ghastly ; she grew sick 
with apprehension. 

" I have come to bring you an order, Senora," 
said the goatherd, in a wretched patois^ which 
seemed to be a mixture of French, Italian, and 
Spanish ; " I see you understand from whom." 

"You are sent by the President?" asked 
Sophie. 

^* Si, Senora, by the President," he answered. 

"What is your business?" she inquired, 
feeling that it would be useless to defer the 
dreaded moment, and thinking it might be 
wisest to learn the worst at once. 

"The President bids me tell you," he said, 
" that the Austrian Archduke who comes over 
from Algeciras to-morrow night is obnoxious 
to the Society. For the good of the cause it 
is necessary that he should be removed. These 
are the President's own words : * The time will 
be eleven o'clock on the night of the 17th of 
July ; the place will be the officers' mess-room 
at the South Barracks, Gibraltar, where the 
Archduke will be at supper ; the means will be 
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delivered to you for transmission immediately 
to Mrs. Penberthy." 

" To me ? " repeated Sophie. 

"Yes, Senora. My instructions are to give 
you your orders and to hand you this machine." 

As he spoke, he laid upon the light garden 
table beside her a small box about eight inches 
square, and at the same time he explained to 
her in full detail the working of the mechanism 
by which its deadly result was to be assured. 
He concluded by showing her such further 
credentials as placed it absolutely beyond 
doubt that the President had indeed selected 
him as the bearer of his commands. 

" So he means that with the aid of an 
infernal machine I am to assassinate the Arch- 
duke while he is the guest of my husband's 
regiment,'* exclaimed Sophie. " This, then, is 
the explanation of the red marks against my 
name.** 

"As to that, Senora, I know nothing," said 
the goatherd, " I have fulfilled my task, and I 
am going.'* 

" But it is all too horrible,*' she cried, " it is 
like some hideous nightmare that stifles one ! 
Why has he chosen me as the instrument of his 

F 
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fiendish designs ? If these things are to be 
done, why did he not choose you ? " 

The goatherd made a deprecating gesture 
with his hands. "It is not my fault," he said, 
" you know that our duty is to obey, and not to 
question." 

** Where is the President ? '* she asked sud- 
denly. 

" That I am not at liberty to tell you,'' he 
replied. 

" Can I see him, or can I communicate with 
him ? " she continued. 

"As for seeing him, that is impossible,'^ 
answered the man. ** If you choose to telegraph 
to the office in Paris, I suppose you are free to 
do so, but who can tell if you will get an 
answer ? " 

** How long have you been a member of the 
Society } " she asked. 

"Oh, many, many years,*' he answered 
readily. 

" And have you become a murderer by pro- 
fession?'' she continued. *' Have you done 
work of this kind for the President? " 

The man showed his teeth in a smile which 
made her shudder. " Ah, Senora, it is not for 
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me to boast," he said. **' But since I joined I 
have done my fair share of work." 

" I will never carry out this order," she said ; 
*' I cannot, I cannot/' 

The messenger shrugged his shoulders. " That 
is your affair ; it does not concern me at all," he 
said "If you fail in obedience you know the 
punishment." 

Sophie leaned her head back against the 
cushions and closed her eyes. The man's final 
words were not without their due effect, though 
the warning was scarcely needed. She did not 
doubt that the Socialists who held her in their 
power would prove utterly merciless if she 
presumed to disobey them. They would as 
readily wreak vengeance on an associate whom 
they distrusted, as they would crush some harm- 
less insect which chanced to crawl across their 
path. It seemed to her that either her own life 
or that of the Archduke must be sacrificed, and 
both alternatives were alike frightful. For at 
the age of five-and-twenty, possessing, as she 
did, everything which could serve to make a 
woman happy, the love of life was strong 
within her. 

The sound of the goat-bells had grown fainter 
F 2 
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and fainter ; when she opened her eyes again 
she saw that she was alone. Only the infernal 
machine still lay on the little table, as a 
proof of the reality of the scene which had 
passed. 

Sophie felt the necessity for immediate action 
of some kind, but the question was, what could 
she do ? For a moment she half resolved to tell 
everything to her husband ; on consideration, 
however, she remembered that such a course 
would be not only fatal to herself, but highly 
dangerous for him. One of the Society's 
strictest rules forbade all members, under pain of 
death, from disclosing the fact of their member- 
ship to any living soul, except by special order 
from the President. An outsider who, through 
treachery or negligence of a member, chanced 
to become possessed of information concerning 
the Society, was at once a marked man. Sophie 
knew that should her husband take action in 
consequence of anything she might tell him, his 
life would no longer be worth an hour's pur- 
chase. And she felt certain that if he knew all 
he would assuredly, in some way or other, 
betray the fact of his knowledge. Therefore 
she determined to be guarded in whatever she 
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might say to him, and at all costs to beware of 
saying too much. 

She well knew that no such flimsy excuse as 
the pretence of sudden illness on her own part 
would avail anything with the President for the 
non-performance of his command. The one 
thing which would save the situation would be 
for the Archduke not to attend the party at all. 
If she could, without compromising herself, 
convey to him an intimation that there was 
danger in his coming to Gibraltar, he might 
possibly be induced to remain at Algeciras. 
But how was she to effect this, and to warn 
him of the peril, without giving some clue to her 
identity while doing so ? 

The rule that members of the Society, except 
under special circumstances, remained un- 
acquainted with each other was the secret of 
much of this Association's power. A vast mass 
of varied information was constantly sent up to 
headquarters, while those who supplied it were 
kept quite ignorant of the purposes for which it 
was required. No member could at any time 
feel free from espionage. The servant who 
waited on him, the companion who shared his 
sports and amusements, the very relative who 
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Stood nearest and dearest to him on earth — 
each one of these might be an uistrument in the 
hands of the President, employed in minutely 
reporting the simplest events of his daily life. 
Mrs. Penberthy was aware of this ; it had taught 
her the need of caution, and the danger of 
trusting anyone. She took up the infernal 
machine from the table and carried it away to 
the lower part of the garden. Here she scraped 
with her hands a hole in the earth beneath a 
pepper tree and buried the box, being careful to 
press down the soil firmly above it. 

** It can at any rate do no harm there for the 
present," she thought, and then she went indoors 
and ordered her pony carriage to be got ready 
immediately. 

She had herself driven down to the telegraph 
office, and despatched a telegram to Paris, pre- 
paying the reply. She had little hope in sending 
the message, but there was just a bare possi- 
bility of the President's relenting at the last 
moment, and she caught at it, as a drowning 
man will catch at a straw. 

**Am in deepest distress," she telegraphed. 
*' Implore you to cancel order received to-day." 
As she reached home again she met her husband 
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at their gate ; he saw at a glance that something 
was amiss. 

''What's the matter, Sophie?" he asked. 
'* I thought you were not going out this after- 
noon." 

Sophie passed her hand through his arm and 
drew him out into the garden where there could 
be no listeners. " I suppose the Archduke is 
quite sure to come to-morrow night ? " she in- 
quired. 

** Of course he's coming," replied Colonel 
Penberthy, " he is to cross with the Governor 
of Algeciras in one of the Spanish gunboats." 

" I wish to Heaven he would stay away," she 
said. " His presence here is quite certain to 
lead to a calamity of some kind. You know 
there was an attempt to assassinate him three 
years ago." 

" What nonsense ! " he replied. "He is safe 
enough in Gib, at least I'll answer for it in the 
South Barracks." 

" He is not safe, Arthur, and I know it," she 
replied, " there is danger in the air." 

" Oh, I see," said the Colonel, as if suddenly 
enlightened, "this is a return of one of your 
nervous attacks. You really should make ao 
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effort, Sophie, to shake off such childish 
fancies ; they are quite unworthy of a sensible 
woman." 

*' My dear, I am speaking in earnest, and I 
am not in the least nervous," answered Sophie. 
" I tell you seriously that if the party could be 
put off, or if the Archduke stayed away from it, 
it might be a prevention of great misery and 
endless regrets." 

"Ridiculous!" said Colonel Penberthy, "I 
suppose you have been listening to some of 
these absurd rumours which the Spanish ser- 
vants are so fond of spreading about. Don't 
you know that according to them we are all 
liable to be blown up at any minute } Why, 
only the other day they declared that a bomb 
was to be thrown in the bull-ring at Ronda in 
the middle of the last bull-fight there. And 
yet nothing happened ; the performance went 
off without the smallest disturbance. It would 
be no kindness on my part to encourage you in 
paying attention to sensational rubbish of this 
kind. Laugh at it, as I do, and try to occupy 
your mind with something reasonable." 

The tears rose into Sophie's eyes. " You 
don't understand," she said. " I ought to have 
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known that you couldn't. I had better have 
held my tongue." 

Colonel Penberthy hated to see a woman 
cry, and this evidence of his wife's agitation 
only strengthened his conviction that she was 
out of sorts and nervous, 

" I beg you won't let me hear anything more 
on the subject," he said. " As for talking about 
calamities and misery in connection with our 
concert, you would be the first to feel ashamed 
of such foolishness if you were not overwrought 
and hysterical. Your doctors have told you 
that cheerful society is good for you, and I 
make no doubt you will enjoy yourself to- 
morrow evening as much as anybody." 

With this, he effectually closed the conver- 
sation by walking off indoors, and Sophie, as 
she followed more slowly, understood that no 
help could be obtained from him. If there were 
any way out of her difficulty, she must find it 
unassisted. 

Her husband was dining at the Mess that 
night, so she had a long solitary evening 
before her, in which to think out the situation. 
After making a poor pretence of eating some- 
thing that was served up for her she went 
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out into the verandah and sat down in the 
moonlight. Wild thoughts chased each other 
through her brain until she felt as though she 
were going mad. The consciousness of being 
swept along by the force of a mighty current 
against the strength of which it was useless to 
struggle, overpowered her completely with the 
realization of her own utter weakness. 

Presently one of the servants came out to her 
with a cup of coffee and a telegram : the reply 
to her message had arrived. There was no need 
that she should go indoors to open the envelope ; 
the moonlight was brilb'ant enough for her to 
read it where she sat. 

The President sent her only three words in 
answer, but those three words killed all linger- 
ing hope for mercy, if indeed she had had any 
hope remaining. 

"Order confirmed. Imperative." 

That was all. Sophie crushed the telegram 
between her fingers and tore it into a hundred 
pieces. 

" My father's friend ! " she said in her heart. 
" He has waited ten long years for this ! " 

Then a fierce temptation rose up and assailed 
her. Supposing she obeyed ? Of what value to 
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her was the Austrian Archduke's life, or the 
lives of the others who would be present with 
hin>, compared to her own ? The guilt of this 
crime must surely rest upon the heads of those 
who planned and instigated it. What was she 
save the instrument they had seen fit to choose ? 
If sin there were attaching to herself, at least a 
large proportion of it must fairly be laid to her 
dead father's charge, seeing that it was he who 
placed her in the path which had led her to this. 
The evil way was easy enough. If she did 
this deed she had no future reproaches to fear 
except the reproaches of her own conscience. 
No one would suspect her connection with such 
a crime ; no one would know anything except 
the President and the messenger he had sent 
her. Perhaps obedience might purchase her 
future freedom from tasks such as these; at 
least she might with justice claim exemption 
for many years to come. Nothing could be 
simpler than for her to place the little box in 
the Mess-room when she went there on the 
following day, as she had already arranged to 
do, in order to superintend the floral decorations, 
and she could with ease guard against all danger 
to her husband by causing him to be summoned 
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from the room a minute or two before the time 
fixed for the explosion. 

But even while these horrible ideas presented 
themselves to her mind in quick succession, the 
reaction which was bound to follow set in with 
overmastering force. She rose up hurriedly, 
and passing through the house into the hall, she 
flung round her shoulders a dark cape with a 
hood attached which" was hanging there. She 
drew the hood over her head and went out to 
the further end of the garden. There she dug 
up the box which she had so carefully buried in 
the afternoon, and, holding.it hidden beneath 
her cloak, she started to walk rapidly along the 
road which leads out to Europa. 

It was barely half-past nine o'clock, and there 
were a fair number of people passing to and fro 
between Colonel Penberthy's house and Europa 
Gate. But no one seemed to notice the dark 
figure hurrying past ; at any rate, nobody spoke 
to her or delayed her. 

The fever of excitement which was upon her 
made her unconscious of distance and insensible 
lo fatigue. When at length she slackened her 
pace and looked around her, she found that she 
had reached the extreme end of the Rock and 
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was in the road running immediately below the 
Governor's Cottage. Here the whole place was 
deserted ; there was no sign of any living soul 
about. Sophie pursued her way more slowly 
now ; she looked carefully on either hand to 
make sure that she was not within sight of any 
member of the military police, who might be 
wandering in the neighbourhood on his ac- 
customed nightly rounds. But finding that she 
was quite alone, she turned from the main road 
into a pathway upon her right hand, which led 
her down into a disused battery standing upon 
the very edge of the cliffs immediately above 
the sea. 

The beauty of the still southern night had 
laid its charm on all around ; it seemed strange 
that sin and sorrow and the terror of hopeless- 
ness should ever enter into a world so lovely. 
The tranquil water below shone and glittered in 
the moonlight ; the deep blue of the sky over- 
head was flecked with countless stars ; behind, the 
splendid wall of rock which ended in the tower- 
ing peak called 0'Hara*s, rose in rugged masses 
of varying lights and shadows. 

Mrs. Penberthy leaned her body over the low 
wall before her and flung the box she had 
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brought with her far out into the waters of the 
Mediterranean. Then her head grew giddy, 
and for a little while she remembered nothing 
more. When her perception became clear 
again she found herself kneeling with her fore- 
head pressed against the cool stone parapet 
and the words upon her lips which she had 
learnt in her childhood, " Lead us not into 
temptation." 

The Archduke's safety was now assured ; it 
only remained for Sophie to save herself, if she 
could, from the consequences of her own act. 
As she lay wakeful for long hours through the 
night, she considered the altered situation, and 
perceived that now, exactly as before, her one 
hope lay in the Prince's absence from Gibraltar. 
If he did not come, she would tell the President 
that everything had been placed in readiness 
according to his orders, that at the last moment 
the plan had been upset by the Archduke's 
non -arrival, and that afterwards, for fear of 
accidents, she had thought it necessary to destroy 
the infernal machine. Lies such as these were 
not only necessary but justifiable in her des- 
perate situation. 

It was needful, of course, that she should 
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communicate with the Archduke in order to 
make him understand how she was placed, and 
though there was danger in this, the danger 
must be risked. She dared not go over to 
Algeciras to ask for a personal interview ; she 
was too well known and far too easily recog- 
nized. Regarding every stranger with profound 
distrust as a possible spy in the employment of 
the President, she felt sure that it would some- 
how be discovered at headquarters if she at- 
tempted to see the Archduke in private. And 
without doubt, in such an event, it would be 
immediately understood that she was playing 
false. 

Yet there were risks of discovery in every 
course of action, and all she could do was to 
choose the plan which seemed to contain the 
fewest elements of peril. She knew that she 
might with confidence rely on the honesty of 
her maid, a simple-minded Devonshire rustic, 
whom she had brought out with her from 
England. The girl was not particularly intel- 
ligent, but she was devoted to her mistress, and 
possessed the invaluable attribute of being able 
to keep silence concerning her employer's affairs. 
Very early in the morning Mrs. Penberthy 
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summoned this servant and handed into her 
keeping a sealed letter and a bag of Spanish 
dollars. 

" Susan," she said, " you are to cross over to 
Algeciras by the eight o'clock boat, and to take 
that letter to its address in the town. You are 
to ask to see the Austrian Archduke on private 
business of the most urgent importance, and 
you will give that letter into his own hands. 
Then you will return here at once ; of course, if 
you are given any note or message in answer, 
you must bring it back to me." 

"Yes, ma'am," said Susan; '*! quite under- 
stand. The only thing is, Tm afraid I should 
hardly be allowed to see the Archduke, 
should I?" 

" Oh yes, you will, if you are clever," replied 
Sophie. " Spanish people will manage anything 
when they are paid for it ; there are fifty dollars 
in that bag, and if necessary you can spend it 
all in bribes. Whatever happens, don't spare 
the money if you can gain admittance by 
spending it." 

" Very well, ma'am," answered Susan ; " I 
will do my best." 

'^ One thing more," said Sophie. " For reasons 
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which don't concern you at all, the letter for the 
Archduke is not signed. If he presses you, but 
not unless, you may give him my name as the 
sender of it. On no account whatever are you 
to mention me in any way to anybody else. 
No one is to be told who the letter comes from 
but the Archduke himself." 

The girl betrayed no curiosity by word or 
look as to this strange errand on which her 
mistress was sending her. Though warmly 
attached to Mrs. Penberthy, she retained all the 
contempt of her class for foreigners, and any 
proceeding which she did not understand she 
attributed to their peculiar habits and supremely 
foolish ways. The prospect of seeking an in- 
terview with a member of the Imperial House 
of Hapsburg did not in the least disconcert her ; 
in her estimation the Archduke was a far less 
important personage than a British M.P. 

The maid departed and Sophie was left with 
some hours of uncertainty before her, which 
must necessarily elapse before the girl could 
return. The letter she had sent to Algeciras 
had thrown her future fate into the Archduke's 
hands. If fortune favoured her, all might yet 
be well. 

G 
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It was six in the evening when Susan came 
back. Sophie had been watching for her all 
the afternoon, and now that she had come 
Sophie hurried her upstairs into her own room 
and locked the door upon them both. 

" Well ? " she inquired with feverish eager- 
ness. 

** I am very sorry, ma'am, I haven't been able 
to see the Archduke," began Susan. " He 
started for Ronda by special train at seven 
o'clock this morning, and he was expected back 
at half-past four. But while I was waiting there 
came a telegram down the line to say that he 
wouldn't return till past six. So then I thought 
I had better come away, for I knew that unless 
I caught the five o'clock boat back to Gibraltar 
I couldn't get home in time to dress you this 
evening for the party." 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Sophie, '^ and 
for such a consideration as that you have re- 
turned here, when you might have seen him if 
you had waited two hours longer? Where is 
the letter > What have you done with it ? ^' 

" I hope I've done right, ma'am ; I did it for 
the best," said the girl anxiously. " I gave the 
letter in charge of a gentleman who said he was 
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the Archduke's equerry. He was very kind, 
and came out into a passage to speak to me ; 
he promised faithfully that the Archduke should 
have it directly he returns." 

Sophie let her hands fall into her lap with a 
gesture of utter hopelessness. It was altogether 
too maddening, and worse than unfortunate that 
interests so vital had of necessity been confided 
to such a guardian. However, she had self- 
control enough left to realize that it would be 
useless as well as unjust to blame Susan. The 
girl, as she said, had done her best, and now 
the issue of events, for good or for evil, was 
taken out of their hands altogether. 

But oh, the agony of suspense which she 
underwent that evening ! It seemed as though 
the emotions of years were crushed into hours. 
As she helped her husband to receive the invited 
guests her pallor was so extreme, and the 
strained expression of eyes and mouth made 
her look so worn and haggard that Colonel 
Penberthy, understanding nothing, and simply 
supposing that she did not feel well, wondered 
anxiously whether she would get through the 
evening without breaking down. 

The f^te was beautifully arranged. Though 
G 2 
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the space at the disposal of the officers was 
limited, they had known how to make the most 
of what they had. A piece of ground adjoining 
their garden had been courteously placed by its 
owner at their disposal for the occasion, and 
with the aid of coloured Japanese lanterns of 
fanciful shapes, gay draperies, and softly lighted 
tents judiciously situated, the place was so suc- 
cessfully transformed as to be scarcely recog- 
nizable. . A platform, effectively decorated, had 
been erected for the singers, while the' band of 
the regiment, as representing the orchestra, was 
placed immediately below it. The night was 
perfect ; there was scarcely a breath of wind to 
sway the hanging lanterns, and the perfume of 
many different flowers — accentuated as ever by 
some mysterious influence of the night — scented 
the air with delicious fragrance. 

The Admiral and the officers of the squadron 
had arrived, the notabilities of the Rock, both 
•civil and military, were also present, but the 
Archduke had not come. It was growing late, 
and the voice of hope began to whisper to 
Sophie's soul that perhaps he would not come 
at all. But even as she was mentally weighing 
the chances in her favour, the sound of rapidly 
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approaching carriage wheels became audible, 
and the band struck up the first notes of the 
Austrian National Anthem. Then she realized 
that she had staked and lost everything, and 
the game was now played out. 

The consciousness that all was over, and that 
from this night forth she could no more count 
on any lot or part among the living than if the 
grave had already closed over her, brought with 
it the recklessness which is born of despair. 
The sparkle returned to her eyes, and a brilliant 
colour rose into her face. Those who but half 
an hour before might with justice have denied 
her claim to beauty, were forced to acknowledge 
it then, as standing by her husband's side she 
made her lowest curtsey, while the Archduke 
alighted at the entrance to the Mess, where the 
English, Austrian, and Spanish flags were draped 
together. 

" The equerry has broken his word," thought 
Sophie, but she was wrong. The letter had 
been duly delivered according to promise. But 
the Archduke, accustomed to receive a mass of 
correspondence from doubtful or unknown 
sources, made it a rule to pay no attention to 
anonymous communications. In this case he 
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considered that the letter which his equerry 
handed him was either intended for a senseless 
hoax, or else was despatched by some person of 
deranged intellect. He therefore destroyed it 
immediately, and dismissed the matter from his 
mind. 

The concert was in every way successful. 
Even the representatives of a musical nation 
could have had but few criticisms to ^ suggest 
afterwards amongst themselves. Approbation 
reached enthusiasm when Mrs. Penberthy took 
her place upon the platform ; still with that 
glow upon her cheeks, and with many coloured 
reflections from the hanging lamps above, fall- 
ing softly upon her white satin dress. The 
Archduke, himself a connoisseur of music, and 
a chivalrous admirer of beautiful women, was 
evidently pleased. And when she sang to them 
in that golden voice which had delighted thou- 
sands, and which was deepened to-night by a 
pathos that in other days had perhaps been some- 
times lacking, he was the first to rise and offer, 
as he expressed it, the homage of his respectful 
admiration. But Sophie, amidst the applause 
and congratulations which followed, remembered 
only that it was a swan's song that had so 
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delighted them all, and the smiles with which 
she received their praises were dangerously near 
to tears. 

Four days passed without any special event 
to mark their progress. On the afternoon of 
the fifth day. Colonel Penberthy happening to go 
into the Mess, met there an officer of the Arch- 
duke's household. This gentleman had come 
across from Algeciras to call as an act of 
courtesy, and also to convey the Archduke's 
gracious appreciation of their kind hospitality. 
Having concluded his visit, he told Colonel 
Penberthy that he should like to have an oppor- 
tunity of paying his respects to the lady whose 
singing had given them so much pleasure, 
whereupon the Colonel took him up to his 
house to call on Sophie. 

Not finding her in the drawing-room, her 
husband concluded that she was. probably in 
the garden as usual, and suggested that they 
should go and look for her. He conducted 
the visitor out through the verandah, and they 
had only a little way to walk before they saw 
that she was half reclining with her back 
towards them in her favourite long chair under 
the shade of an orange tree. 
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^* Sophie," said the Colonel, " I have brought 
you a visitor." 

But Sophie neither moved nor answered. 

" My wife must have fallen asleep," remarked 
Colonel Penberthy ; " these hot afternoons make 
one drowsy." 

The Austrian did not respond to the Colonel's 
smile : there was something in the attitude ot 
the figure before him which caused his eyes 
to grow watchful and his face to change its 
expression. 

Colonel Penberthy went forward and laid his 
hand on his wife's shoulder. But for Sophie 
there could never be an awakening from the 
sleep that brings no dreams with it. The play 
was at an end, and the curtain had fallen. 

There was no mark of violence on her body, 
and the doctors who were hastily summoned 
agreed in ascribing her death to a sudden and 
unaccountable failure of the heart's action. 
Only the President of the Secret Society and one 
individual whom he had selected to carry out 
his orders, knew that a crime of unusual atrocity 
had been perpetrated, and that Socialism had 
avenged itself on the courage which had dared 
to disobey. 
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THE STORY OF A SCANDAL. 

When Captain Bertie Luttrell succeeded in 
extricating himself from serious and complicated 
financial difficulties by his marriage with a 
wealthy cotton-spinner's only daughter, he made 
up his mind that he had had more than enough 
of soldiering. He had served his Queen and 
country in various parts of the globe, and any 
desire which he may once have possessed to 
inscribe his name in the annals of fame had 
long ago departed. He looked forward to a 
calm enjoyment of well-earned repose, and in- 
tended to devote his time and his energies to 
the congenial task of spending his wife's money. 
But he soon found out, to his disgust, that Mrs. 
Luttrell, who was addicted to the perusal of 
light literature, had acquired certain deeply- 
rooted but totally erroneous ideas as to the 
delights of a soldier's life. She had set her 
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heart upon experiencing her full share of them, 
and when her husband suggested retiring from 
the service, she frankly told him that he should 
do nothing of the kind. Argument and re- 
monstrance were alike thrown away upon her, 
and she had too much control over her own 
fortune to make it possible for Captain Luttrell 
to disregard her wishes altogether. So, finding 
that if he persisted in his determination there 
would be a quarrel, and knowing that in the 
matter of money his wife had the whip hand of 
him, he gracefully effected a compromise, and 
expressed his willingness to remain with the 
colours for one year longer. 

Therefore, when his regiment was shortly 
afterwards ordered to Gibraltar, he and his wife 
accompanied it. They acquired, at an exorbitant 
rent, one of the few really comfortable houses 
which the Rock can boast, and established 
themselves therein in a very luxurious fashion. 
Mrs. Luttrell, who had never before quitted the 
shores of her native land, abandoned herself 
with all the enthusiasm of youth and inex- 
perience to the amusements and gaieties of the 
so-called '* season" at Gib. The climate and 
scenery were charming, the people most hospit- 
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able, and the whole place delightful, she said. 
Her husband let her have her fling, merely 
making a mental memorandum to the effect that 
it would be his turn to score later on. 

Now, it happened that Captain Luttrell had 
an uncle and aunt, who both strongly approved 
of his marriage. In fact, Sir Thomas had so 
often been asked for loans, which were never 
repaid, and had been so generally bothered by 
the discreditable state of his nephew's finances, 
that he was really relieved to know that these 
worries were over. He wished to show in every 
possible way his great pleasure and satisfaction, 
so when he was preparing for his usual winter 
trip to the Riviera, he wrote and told Bertie 
that he would stop at Gibraltar on his way. 
And shortly afterwards the yacht Palmyra 
duly arrived with Sir Thomas and Lady Luttrell 
on board, accompanied by their friend Mrs. 
McVickars. 

Certain persons in England burdened with 
inconvenient memories sometimes thought fit 
to declare that on the decease of the late 
Mr. McVickars, Bertie, without doubt, ought to 
have married his widow. But Mrs. McVickars 
never thought so herself. She was sufficiently 
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a woman of the world to know that Manchester 
and money-bags will turn the scale against any 
amount of heaped-up sentiment. She quite 
understood why she was passed over, and if she 
felt any bitterness, she at any rate showed none. 
The hislory of her flirtation with Bertie was an 
old tale now ; in its freshest days it had never 
reached the ears of Sir Thomas and his wife. 
Captain Luttrell's relatives were simple, old- 
fashioned people, and the voice of scandal was 
apt to hush itself in their presence. 

" Of course, you will all stay with us while 
you are at Gib," the bride had said to the party 
of three on board the Palmyra^ and the invita* 
tion thus given was cordially accepted. 

About a week after the arrival of these visitors 
it chanced that Mrs. McVickars and her hostess 
were having tea alone one afternoon in the 
verandah. Mrs. Luttrell had complained of 
feeling chilly, and her maid had just brought 
out a light wrap. 

Mrs. McVickars looked after the girl as she 
retired, with a somewhat meditative expression. 
" That's a very pretty girl, you know,'* she 
said. 

"Yes, she is," answered Mrs. Luttrell; "in 
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fact, she's rather a superior person. I brought 
her out from England with me, of course, and 
in many ways I find her most useful." 

*' Ah ! '' said Mrs. McVickars. " Well, it's no 
business of mine, and perhaps I oughtn't to say 
anything. But since I've been with you it has 
occurred to me once or twice, to wonder whether 
you are altogether wise in keeping such a good- 
looking girl here." 

"You mean on account of there being so 
many soldiers ? " replied the other lady. " Oh, 
I think she's very steady ; I never heard of any- 
thing to the contrary." 

" No, my dear, I wasn't thinking about 
soldiers,^' observed Mrs. McVickars quietly ; "to 
tell you the truth, I was thinking about your 
husband.^' 

Mrs. Luttrell sat bolt upright in her chair and 
instantly faced round towards her companion 
with considerable sharpness. "What on earth 
do you mean ? " she asked. 

" Don't be cross," said her friend ; " no doubt 
I'm altogether wrong. Only everybody knows, 
yOu see, that it's one of poor dear Bertie's little 
weaknesses that he can't resist a pretty face." 

" I'm quite sure Bertie would never degrade 
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himself by looking twice at the creature," 
exclaimed Mrs. Luttrell indignantly. 

" No ? Ah, well, my dear, perhaps you're 
right : I daresay he wouldn't. Of course, he is 
married now, and probably he is completely 
changed from what he used to be. But why 
does he sit up so late after all the rest of us 
have gone to bed ? " 

" He smokes and reads by himself in the 
drawing-room," said Mrs. Luttrell; "you know 
he has always been accustomed to sit up late, 
and even if he came upstairs at half-past ten, he 
wouldn't be able to sleep." 

" Just so," said Mrs. McVickars, " quite 
natural and very satisfactory. I'm sure as long 
as you are contented, my dear Emily, nobody 
else has any right to say a word. Yet if I were 
in your place, I must confess I should like to 
discover the reason of all that talking and 
whispering which goes on every night in the 
smoking-room." 

"Talking and whispering in the smoking- 
room ! " echoed Emily, aghast, " how do you 
know } " 

*'How can I help knowing?" returned her 
guest; "have you forgotten that my bedroom 
is exactly over the smoking-room f In this 
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warm climate I am obliged to sleep with my 
window open, and I can assure you that every 
night since I came here I have distinctly heard 
voices below, between half-past eleven and half- 
past twelve. Tve got pretty good ears, you 
know, and although I couldn't tell what was 
said, I could almost swear I recognized one of 
the voices as your maid Jane's." 

Mrs. Luttrell's cheeks had whitened and her 
eyes had grown bright in all the passion of a 
plain woman's jealousy. "The wretch shall 
leave in ten minutes," she said ; *' if Bertie wants 
to see her again, at least he shan't do so in the 
house where I live and which I pay for." And 
therewith she got up, furious, and turned to go 
indoors at once. 

But Mrs. McVickars stopped her and literally 
forced her back into her chair. 

" For Heaven's sake don't be such a fool, 
Emily,'^ she said, " don't take it on my authority 
— find out for yourself. You have nothing to 
go upon now, except second-hand vague sus- 
picions which are worthless. I've told you all 
I can, and before you act on the information it's 
your place to find out whether Tm right or 
wrong." 

Mrs. Luttrell, after some persuasion, allowed 
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herself to be convinced. "Yes, Selina," she 
admitted, " I suppose I am too impulsive. I'll 
take your advice and make quite sure before I 
say or do anything. But how I am to endure 
that girl's presence in my room and to let her 
dress me for dinner this evening, is more than 
I can tell." 

" You'll have to go through with it, somehow," 
answered Mrs. McVickars; "unhappily there 
are many occasions when a woman is forced to 
conceal her feelings." 

" At all events, I shall never forget your kind- 
ness," said Emily ; " if it hadn't been for you this 
sort of thing might have gone on for any length 
of time under my very eyes, and I should never 
have known a word about it. Bertie, of course, 
is behaving disgracefully, most disgracefully. 
Anything more scandalous and heartless it's 
impossible to imagine. But we mustn't forget 
that she has probably entrapped him into it and 
it's more her fault than his." 

'* Oh, no doubt of it,'' said Mrs. McVickars ; 
" I should say she's a most designing person. 
For my own part, I am always on my guard 
against girls with Madonna-like faces and candid 
blue eyes. The moment I first saw Jane I 
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made a mental observatioiiithat I wouldn't trust 
her an inch." 

The dinner that evening was decidedly less 
cheerful than usual. Emily Luttrell said she 
had a headache, and as she looked utterly 
miserable and hardly spoke a word, no one 
except Mrs. McVickars saw any reason to doubt 
the statement. Lady Luttrell had come in tired 
with too much sight-seeing, and Sir Thomas 
was preoccupied by horrible misgivings as to 
whether he had been hopelessly taken in over a 
Spanish cabinet which he had purchased that 
afternoon. The conversation was almost en- 
tirely sustained by Captain Luttrell and the 
agreeable widow, both of whom maintained an 
even flow of small-talk, having apparently 
neither physical ailments to depress their spirits 
nor mental worries to disturb their minds. Mrs. 
Luttrell glanced once or twice across the table 
at her husband in mingled sorrow and amaze- 
ment. 

** How can he have the face to sit there and 
eat his dinner in that placid manner," she said 
to herself, " when all the time he is deceiving 
me like this ? He wouldn't be quite so com- 
fortable if he knew that I had found him out." 

H 
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Then she recollected sundry not very 
creditable stories about him which her kind 
friends had told her before her marriage, and 
she decided in her own mind that no doubt 
they were all true and she had linked herself for 
life to a perfect monster of iniquity. 

The party broke up early, for no one seemed 
to have any inclination to prolong the evening. 
It was barely eleven o'clock when Mrs. Luttrell 
dismissed her maid, and some time previously 
she had heard Sir Thomas come upstairs, after 
exchanging a cordial good-night with his 
nephew below. 

For fear of arousing her maid's suspicions, 
Mrs. Luttrell had been compelled, much against 
her own inclination, to go through her usual 
routine of undressing without undue hurry. 
But no sooner had the girl departed than she 
hastened to dress again, putting on this time a 
dark cloth gown which would not betray her pre- 
sence by any sound of rustling, and encasing her 
feet in a pair of velvet slippers. Being light and 
active in her movements^ she felt certain that, thus 
attired, she could pass into any part of the house 
she chose without making the slightest noise. 

She had invented a plan whereby she intended 
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to verify Selina McVickars* information, and now 
she was going to put it in execution. She waited 
some little while, listening intently, before she 
ventured to leave her room. Everything, how- 
ever, was silent in the house when she did so, 
and looking round, she saw that the lights in 
the upstairs passage and in the hall below, had 
been extinguished. Yet she was by no means in 
utter darkness, for there was a brilliant moon 
outside, and quite sufficient light came in 
through the unshuttered windows to enable her 
to see what she was doing. 

She traversed the length of the passage and 
softly descended the staircase. The smoking- 
room was built at the extreme end of the house, 
and in order to reach it she had of necessity to 
pass the drawing-room ?ind dining-room first. 
Both doors were closed, but a streak of light was 
visible beneath the former; presumably, her 
husband was still in there. The thought sug- 
gested itself that she probably had plenty of 
time to spare, for surely if the faithless Bertie 
disgraced himself by meeting the maid at all, he 
would scarcely be so wanting in gallantry as to 
keep her waiting. 

Remarking casually that everything was dark 
H 2 
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in the dining-room as she passed, Mrs. Luttrell, 
instead of going on at once to the smoking- 
room, thought it best to ensconce herself in a kind 
of dark recess where overcoats and outdoor 
wraps were usually hung up. In this coign of 
vantage she felt perfectly secure from observa- 
tion, yet at the same time nobody could possibly 
approach the appointed place of meeting with- 
out passing directly in front of her. She drew 
a long breath of relief at having so far carried 
out her plan without being hampered by any 
unforeseen obstacles. 

Having established herself thus to her satis- 
faction, she now began to experience an interval 
of excitement in comparison with which every 
former emotion of her life seemed quite colour- 
less and commonplace. This sensation has been 
aptly described as the " detective fever," and has a 
fascination of its own that is altogether over- 
mastering. Mrs. Luttreirs heart was beating so 
violently that she could scarcely get her breath, 
her ears were strained to catch the slightest 
sound, while every faculty was keenly on the 
alert. She had heard her husband^s friends 
speak of the excitement of watching for big 
game at night in India, and now she fully 
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understood their experiences. Only, her own 
at this moment were infinitely more sensa- 
tional, because the game she waited for was 
human. 

Presently a clock struck twelve, and as the 
last stroke died away she became aware that 
footsteps were approaching down the passage. 
The next instant a shadowy female form became 
visible, hurrying silently towards the smoking- 
room. In another moment this nocturnal wan-^ 
derer would have passed, but Mrs. Luttrell was. 
too quick for her. Springing out upon the 
newcomer, Emily caught her by the wrist in a 
grip as of steel, and instantly realized that 
Mrs. McVickars' ears had not played her false, 
for it was Jane indeed. 

" You wicked girl ! " she said, under her breath, 
with a concentrated indignation impossible to 
describe. And then she paused, half choked by 
her own emotion. The captured Jane on her 
side seemed almost paralyzed by terror. For a 
minute she stood quite still, looking at her 
mistress with the eyes of a trapped animal ; 
then suddenly she fell on her knees in a confused 
heap at Emily's feet 

" I am a wicked girl — I know it ! " she sobbed. 
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But, oh, ma'am, do pray have mercy on me ! 
Do try to forgive me ! " 

" Forgive you, you abandoned wretch ? 
Never ! " replied Mrs. Luttrell, and so saying, she 
seized the unresisting girl by the shoulders, and 
pushed her towards the dining-room. Opening 
the door just far enough to admit of Jane's passage 
through it, Mrs. Luttrell thrust her with scant 
ceremony into the darkened room, where the 
girl again sank down on the ground, trembling 
and sobbing. Having deposited her there, her 
mistress proceeded to lock her in, the key being 
already conveniently placed in the outer key- 
hole. This done and the key safely dropped 
into her own pocket, Mrs. Luttrell went on into 
the smoking-room to take her servant's place. 

She felt terribly bitter against her husband, 
and no wonder. She could not doubt that he 
would keep the appointment; of course, he 
would certainly come. But the question for 
her consideration was, how should she receive 
him ? As she sat there alone in the dark, a 
bride of less than six months, smarting under 
the pain of a cruel wrong, she felt that no 
reproaches could be too severe for him, no 
strictures too unkind. The future alone must 
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decide whether she could ever forgive him, but 
her confidence in his honour was entirely 
destroyed. 

Even while these thoughts were still in her 
mind she grew conscious that the moment for 
decision had arrived. He was beside her now, 
his arm was round her waist, and while she felt 
his kisses on her hair, his voice whispered words 
of endearment into her ears. 

These brief caresses, though she well knew 
they were meant for aiiother woman, caused a 
sudden revulsion of feeling. With the weakness 
consequent upon an unexpected triumph of her 
heart over her head, she forgot everything 
save that, in spite of all his baseness, she loved 
him dearly. After all, he was her own, and it 
is one of a woman's sweetest privileges to grant 
pardon even before it is asked for. So, by 
way of answer, she threw her arms about his 
neck. 

At that instant the door was flung violently 
open from without, and a flood of light poured 
into the room. Sir Thomas Luttrell was 
descried upon the threshold, holding a poker in 
one hand and a bedroom candle in the other. 
His wife, in somewhat light attire, stood a little 
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behind him, looking over his shoulder. The 
worthy baronet's slumbers had been disturbed 
by unwonted sounds, which he attributed to the 
entrance of burglars, so he had immediately 
started upon a tour of discovery. Lady Luttrell 
had courageously accompanied him, with a 
view of rendering assistance in case of a possible 
conflict. 

Some way in the background Mrs. McVickars 
was also visible, for hearing the others go 
downstairs, she could not resist the temptation 
of following them, in order to witness the 
explosion for which she had so carefully laid 
the train. 

There was a shriek from Lady Luttrell, an 
unusually forcible exclamation from Sir Thomas, 
and something suspiciously like a half-smothered 
laugh from the lady behind them. For they 
had discovered their hostess — that guileless girl 
whose gentle influence, judiciously combined 
with her money, had been expected to work her 
husband's reformation — they had discovered 
her in the act of embracing her own footman ! 

Then came a momentary pause of mutual 
consternation. Sir Thomas struggled vainly to 
finds words which would express his feelings, 
and Emily herself, with her face and neck one 
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hot, scorching blush, devoutly wished that the 
earth would open and swallow her up. 

The silence was broken by a violent commo- 
tion proceeding from the dining-room. Blows 
and kicks were rained upon the door from 
within, while a voice was heard shouting for 
assistance in language quite horrifying to ears 
polite. 

" Let me out ! ^* it cried, to the accompaniment 
of vigorous kicking upon the panels. " Let me 
out, I say ! Why doesn't somebody open the 
door?" 

The occupants of the smoking-room all 
rushed out into the passage, and Sir Thomas 
perceived at once that the key was gone. 

" Where is this key ? " he demanded. " Who 
has taken it ? " 

Mrs. Luttrell was forced to come forward, 
and the footman took advantage of the fact 
that the general attention was temporarily with- 
drawn from him to effect his escape. 

" I'm very sorry to say that the key is in my 
pocket," said Emily, and thus produced it in 
unutterable confusion. Sir Thomas took it 
from her without a word, but with a look which 
expressed volumes. 

When the door was opened the master of the 
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house appeared before them, his hair rumpled, 
his white tie slightly awry, and his countenance 
wearing the bewildered expression of a person 
who has been rudely awakened from sleep. 
The light from Sir Thomas' candle revealed an 
empty whisky decanter on the table, together 
with an extinguished lamp that had evidently 
burnt itself out. In the distance the dejected 
figure of Mrs. Luttrell's maid could be dimly 
perceived crouching in a corner. 

*^ What the devil is the meaning of this ? " 
cried Bertie Luttrell, furiously. " Here am I 
locked up in the dark in company with a 
hysterical fool who does nothing but cry and 
implore me to forgive her for heaven knows 
what ! If any of you have done it, and it's 
your idea of a joke, all I can tell you is that, in 
my opinion, it's a precious poor one." 

Emily, the only person present who was 
qualified to give a complete explanation, showed 
no disposition to do so. " Don't be angry, 
Bertie," she said ; " there has been a stupid 
mistake, but never mind why. It was partly 
my fault, and I'm very sorry." 

At this point Sir Thomas interposed, proving 
by the stateliness of his manner how true dignity 
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can always assert itself, in spite of such dis- 
advantages as flat candlesticks and pyjamas; 

" I have often been told/' he said, *' of the 
terrible lack of morality in army society, and I 
grieve to say that what I have seen to-night 
more than vindicates the justice of such accusa- 
tions. I shall leave this house to-morrow 
morning with my wife and Mrs. McVickars, and 
I only regret that we are compelled to remain 
here till daylight." 

" As for myself,^' observed Lady Luttrell, 
taking up the word as her husband concluded, 
" I feel totally unable to control my horror, my 
consternation, my— my disgust. In the face of 
such events, I am well aware that reproaches 
and warnings would be entirely thrown away. 
It only remains for me to pray for you." So 
saying, she drew Mrs. McVickars* arm through 
her own, and the two ladies, followed by Sir 
Thomas, went upstairs together. As they did 
so, it was noticed that, while Lady Luttrell 
looked disturbed and indignant, her companion's 
charming face wore a tranquil smile. 

Captain Luttrell and his wife are no longer 
on speaking terms with their uncle and aunt. 
When surprise and regret are manifested on 
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the subject of this deplorable family quarrel, 
those good-natured people who know all about 
their neighbours' business quote in explanation 
the circumstances above set forth. Such, at all 
events, is the story which has somehpw made the 
round of the various mess-tables, and has thereby 
rejoiced the frivolous minds of the junior sub- 
alterns of Gibraltar. 



CATALINA. 



She was a Spanish peasant of the poorest class, 
and she lived in a rough shanty supported by 
bamboo uprights at its four corners. The sides 
of this dwelling were filled in with brushwood, 
and the roof was thatched with rushes ; probably 
it was not unlike the wattled hovels which the 
ancient Britons inhabited in the days when 
Julius Caesar first landed in England. 

Her name was Catalina Guerrero ; her hus- 
band had died of small-pox when her baby was 
three months old, and since then she had been 
left to face the battles and problems of iife with 
whatever success her own efforts could command. 
Witji the problems she troubled herself not at 
all ; she had for several years found the struggle 
for a mere livelihood quite pressing enough 
to occupy her undivided attention. Poverty, 
hardship, and privations had been so familiar to 
her from her cradle, that she never stopped to 
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think about Ihem ; to her they were as much a 
matter of course as the summer sunshine or the 
autumn rains. Yet her existence was not 
without its rays of brightness, for the joyous 
southern nature finds ready delight in small 
things, and, besides, she had her high days and 
holidays. 

The yearly fairs at Linea and Algeciras were 
to her and her boy festivals of surpassing 
splendour, and when the bull fights were 
announced to take place at either of these neigh- 
bouring towns, Catalina, with her child running 
by her side, might have been seen wending her 
way towards the bull-ring from her home near 
San Roque, eager to secure her full share of 
enjoyment in the contemplation of her national 
pastime. Had you questioned either mother or 
son as they sat by the porch of their hovel at 
night, eating their evening meal each with a 
long wooden spoon that was dipped into the 
iron basin which stood between them, they 
would undoubtedly have told you that they 
wanted for nothing, and were content.^ 

Now that the boy was eight years old, and 
almost as well able to walk long distances as 
herself, Catalina and he often went down to 
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Gibraltar together, carrying between them a 
basket of fruit or flowers, or anything else they 
could procure, which was likely to sell readily 
in the town. Sometimes they took nuts and 
mushrooms, and on these occasions they would 
generally return home in the evenings weary, 
but satisfied with their day's excursion, and 
with empty baskets, but pockets well filled 
with pence. 

Now, it chanced that on a certain day 
Catalina had procured for sale some lengths of 
the lace which the Spanish prisoners make at 
Ceuta. It is coarse but durable, and according 
to its width is sold at varying prices, from two- 
pence to sixpence a yard. This popular price 
puts it within reach of a large class of purchasers, 
and generally, when Catalina had any to dis- 
pose of, she found little difficulty in selling it. 
But on this special morning her usual luck had 
deserted her; no one seemed willing to buy, 
and having offered her wares unsuccessfully all 
through the town from the market-place right 
away to Scud Hill, she and the little Fran- 
cisquito at last sat down to rest upon the step 
leading up to a door in a garden wall. The sun 
was blazing overhead, and they were very tired. 
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Somehow, San Roque seemed further away 
than ever it did before, and the prospect of 
returning all those long dusty miles still carrying 
the load with which they had started in the 
morning was depressing enough for both of 
them. 

Presently the boy, with the restlessness of 
childhood, turned round and pushed with his 
shoulder against the door behind him, and as it 
was neither locked nor even firmly latched, it 
opened readily at his touch. The garden 
within was gay with many-coloured geraniums, 
and sweet with the scent of heliotrope. Fran- 
cisquito could see a path which led upward 
between loquat trees and oleander bushes to a 
house that stood higher on the slope of a hill 
side. 

" Let us go in here, mother," he said ; " perhaps 
at that house they will buy some lace." 

Catalina rose ; she was accustomed to rebuffs, 
and one more or less would not make much 
difference. As she walked up the garden path 
with the child beside her, she soon came to 
a flight of wooden steps, above which stood a 
wide verandah that ran along the southern wall 
of the house. 
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The place itself was a Coloners quarter, and 
though simple and unpretending enough, it had 
been made pretty and attractive by the taste 
of its occupants. Flowers were everywhere, 
and the subdued shades of old Moorish rugs 
made a harmonious blending of colour on the 
grey stone floor of the verandah. A lady sat 
there reading, and a little English boy, about 
the same age as the Spanish Francisquito, 
was amusing himself with a number of small 
flags which he had ingeniously arranged into a 
signalling system of his own. Various toys 
were scattered about in his immediate neigh- 
bourhood, but for the moment they had all been 
discarded in favour of the flags. 

Catalina came forward and offered her laces, 
but as she did so she was looking at the English 
boy. She was thinking, as other women had 
also thought, that surely the face before her 
must be like the faces of Heaven's angels. The 
eyes were as blue and clear as the waters of 
Algeciras Bay in the brightness of a July 
morning, the fair curly hair was like threads of 
gold, and the colour in the cheeks was as fresh 
and brilliant as the opening tint of a summer 
rose. The peasant woman looked from her own 

I 
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child, with his bare feet and his sturdy brown 
limbs showing through the rents in his tattered 
clothing, to that other, with all the evidences of 
wealth and love surrounding him. For the first 
time in her life a pang of envy struck her to 
the heart. Why had the good God and the 
Holy Virgin given so many gifts to the one, and 
to her son nothing ? 

Meanwhile, the English lady was looking at 
the lace with a somewhat doubtful expression. 
" I don't think I want it," she said, " Tm afraid 
it wouldn't be of any use to me." 

But her small son, who in his turn had been 
staring at the new comers, ran up behind his 
mother's chair, and put his arm round her neck. 
" Do buy some, mother," he said, " they look so 
tired. You can give it to Justine, you know, to 
trim her aprons." 

" Are you tired ? " asked the lady, in tolerable 
Spanish ; " how far have you come ? " 

" From San Roque, Senora," answered 
Catalina. 

" From San Roque, and you have walked all 
that way in the heat ? Why, it is the hottest 
day we have had this year ! Yes, I will certainly 
buy some of the lace. Robin, run indoors, and 
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see if you can find a piece of cake for the 
little boy. And bring some lemonade for his 
mother ; she must be very thirsty/' 

Robin departed, and almost immediately 
returned, bearing cakes and sweet biscuits on a 
plate, and two bottles of lemonade. 

So Catalina and Francisquito sat down upon 
the verandah steps to do justice to this welcome 
repast, and as they ate, Robin's mother selected 
some pieces of the Ceuta prisoners' lace, while 
Robin himself asked a host of questions, in a 
curious jargon of mingled Spanish and English. 

" How often did they come to Gibraltar ? 
Did they bring anything else besides lace ? Oh, 
fruit, did they ? He was very fond of fruit. 
Were the figs ripe at San Roque yet ? Would 
they be ripe next week ? If they came to Gib 
next week would they be sure to bring him 
some figs?'' 

''Come and see my toys," said Robin, drag- 
ging off Francisquito to the other end of the 
verandah when the cakes and lemonade were 
finished, and forthwith displaying before the 
dazzled eyes of the little Spaniard a variety of 
playthings, each one more fascinating than the 
last. *' Tm afraid you haven't got much to play 
I 2 
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with yourself out at San Roque, have you ? " he 
contiQuedL " Look here, I'm going to give you 
this little boat ; some of the paint got rubbed 
off one side the other day, but perhaps you 
won't mind about that" 

Francisquito did not understand much of 
what the English boy said to him, but he 
realized that he had just been presented with 
the most beautiful boat he had ever seen, and he 
thought of the importance he would suddenly 
acquire in the eyes of his own acquaintances by 
the possession of such a treasure. So his brown 
little face beamed all over with delight as he 
made his adieux, and followed his mother down 
the garden path, hugging tight his present, and 
crooning with his queer nasal intonation that 
special song with the droning refrain which the 
Southern Spanish children are continually sing- 
ing, and which produces a more exasperating 
effect upon highly-strung English nerves than 
any other known form of irritation. 

"Don't forget to bring the figs next week," 
Robin called out after them, and then the 
garden door swung to behind them, and they 
went back into the town again. 

Late that night, long after little Francisquito 
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was sleeping dreamlessly upon his bed of dried 
fern and bracken, Catalina sat at the door of her 
hut, looking up into the dim starlit sky, and 
thinking new thoughts. A mighty discontent 
with all her surroundings had taken possession 
of her soul, but it was for her son that she had 
grown envious, not for herself. Again and 
again she asked herself the question. Why 
should this difference be? What had that 
blue-eyed child done to deserve that everything 
which the world can give should be showered 
upon him, while her boy must needs often want 
for bread ? She would never go back there 
again, no never: it was hateful to her to see 
that life of luxury from which her child was for 
evermore excluded. There was no justice either 
in earth or Heaven ; the saints gave no heed to 
the burdens of the poor, and God was very far 
away. 

But in spite of her resolve, a week later, when 
the figs were ripe, Catalina did go again to the 
English lady's house. A kind of fascination 
compelled her to do so, all unwillingly, for 
there was some sort of strange attraction for 
her in the contemplation of that which made her 
miserable. And though she was welcomed with 
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kindness, and the fruit she brought was all 
purchased and generously paid for, she walked 
homeward with the lines about her mouth hard 
set, and with new depths of sombre gloom in 
the darkness of her eyes. 

Yet still she went there again and yet again, 
finding a morbid pleasure in fanning the flame 
of her own discontent, and in feeling that week 
by week it grew stronger and more bitter. The 
kind words of the English lady and the childish 
presents which Robin gave to Francisquito, 
became all abhorrent to her, while still she had 
neither the courage nor the strength of will to 
avoid them by staying away. 

The third time she went to the house, Robin 
was on the point of starting for a ride with 
his father. He was already mounted on a 
sleek brown donkey, gaily bedecked with 
many-coloured embroidered trappings which 
his mother had brought back for him after a 
visit to Ronda. He was a delightful little 
object thus mounted, attired in his small covert 
coat and gaiters, and his bright face was radiant 
under the brim of the little straw hat that 
bore the ribbon with the colours of his father's 
regiment. 
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" Hullo ! that's my little Spanish friend I " he 
cried at sight of Francisquito. " Wait for me a 
minute, please Daddy : I can't come on till I've 
spoken to him." 

" I can't wait, I'm in a hurry," said his father, 
who was already starting ; " You must catch me 
up if you want to stay behind now." 

"I shan't be able to stop and talk to you 
to-day," said Robin, turning towards Francisquito 
in rapid explanation, "because, you see, I'm 
going out riding with my Daddy. But somehow, 
I thought you'd come this morning, and Justine 
has got some chocolates for you that I tied up 
in a parcel last night. You'll find her some- 
where round at the back of the house, and 
she'll give them to you. Good-bye." And 
Robin, rather disturbed lest he should fail to 
overtake his father, forthwith departed, urging 
his donkey to canter up the hill very much 
against its inclination. 

If Catalina found pain instead of pleasure in 
her visits to this well-meaning family, Francis- 
quito looked upon them as intervals of unalloyed 
delight. He was always asking his mother how 
soon she would take him there again, and he 
never wearied of talking about the new friend 
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whose flow of conversation was mostly incom- 
prehensible to htm, but whose kindly intentions 
were evident enough. 

The summer wore on, until the month of 
July had begun, and the Rock had lost the last 
traces of its former spring freshness. The short, 
rough grass on the North Front was baked 
into one uniform shade of sandy brown, and 
everything, except just the central part of the 
Alameda, had grown to look parched, dried-up, 
and dusty. At this time, when Catalina 
and Francisquito one morning took their accus- 
tomed way to Robin's home, they saw at 
once that something unusual was going forward 
at the house. The verandah was full of boxes 
ready corded and labelled, the drawing-room 
curtains were taken down, and the servants 
were hurrying backwards and forwards in all the 
bustle of packing up. 

Robin, who imagined himself to be helping 
his mother, ran out through the open French 
window to meet Francisquito. 

"We're all going to England for three months," 
he said, " and we are starting to-morrow in the 
Caledonia. We've been so busy packing since 
the day before yesterday, and we are going 
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to have such a lovely time when we get 
home." 

His mother came out into the verandah after 
him more slowly, and smiled a little at the boy's 
excitement. 

"Yes," she said, "we shall not return until 
the middle of October ; you must be sure to 
come and see us then, for we shall not forget 
you both. I have put aside for you some clothes 
that Robin does not need ; I thought they 
would fit your little boy." 

"Yes," continued Robin to Francisquito, 
" and I have hunted out all my old toys and 
they are put ready in a basket for you. Tm 
sure you'll like them awfully, you couldn't 
help it. The bricks and the puzzles are first- 
rate. Come along, and we will go and get 
them." 

So Francisquito was carried off to Robin's 
nursery, and presently he returned, laden with 
such a store of treasures as in his wildest dreams 
he had never hoped to possess, and looking a 
little bewildered at the splendour of his new 
belongings. Catalina also was given many 
useful things for herself and her child, while the 
two were cordially reminded that Robin and his 
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mother would expect to see them again in the 
autumn. 

Little Francisquito was soft-hearted, and there 
were tears in his eyes when he said good-bye. 
He had grown honestly fond of his fine English 
friend, quite independently of the advantages 
which he derived from their acquaintance. 
Those visits to Robin had become red-letter 
days in his mental calendar, and it seemed to 
him that he would be very dull without them. 

" I am sorry the Senora is going/' he remarked 
to his mother. 

" I am glad of it," she answered, viciously. 
" I wish they would never return." 

She was rejoiced at their impending de- 
parture, but the fact that they were going away 
for their own pleasure angered her afresh. That 
petted and pampered child was now to be taken 
to England, forsooth ! Without doubt he would 
be made welcome in the grand houses of which 
she had heard, where the English surrounded 
themselves with untold luxuries, and compared 
with which the finest dwellings of Gibraltar 
were deficient in a hundred ways. 

"Do not trouble your head about that boy/' 
she said to Francisquito. " You are no more in 



CATALINA 123 

his eyes than the dirt by the roadside. He is 
born to have fine things and fine people around 
him ; when he is a man he will become a soldier 
like his father, and will help to lay waste whole 
countries with fire and sword in the name of 
the English Queen. When you are grown up 
you will never see more of the world than what 
lies between Ronda and Tarifa at farthest. You 
will live in a mud hovel all your days, and if 
you are fortunate you will be employed in 
Gibraltar to work like a slave at enlarging the 
Docks." 

Francisquito had learnt some time ago that 
it was no use replying to his mother when she 
gave utterance to outbursts such as this. He 
often wondered why during the last two months 
she had acquired the habit of growing angry 
without any apparent cause. It was pleasanter 
at home in former days, when she* went about 
her work with a song upon her lips. The 
English family had gone, but Catalina and 
Francisquito had by no means forgotten them. 
Often when he and his mother were in Gibraltar 
together, the boy would contrive to pass round 
by the garden wall and to push open the familiar 
door in order that he might take a furtive peep 
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inside. But the place remained desolate and 
dreary ; the green shutters were all closed, and 
the weeds were springing up on the garden 
path. August and September thus passed, and 
then Francisquito, recollecting that the three 
months were nearly over, began to grow excited 
at the prospect of his friend's return. It may 
seem strange that their slight connection with 
those English people should have so strongly 
and difierently influenced Catalina and her son, 
but it must be remembered that the daily lives 
of these humble peasants were monotonous to 
a degree, and Robin and his mother had been 
the only links which connected them with 
an unknown and an outside world. 

At last there came a day when Francisquito 
once more looked through the garden door, and 
when his expectations were in part fulfilled. 
For the windows were thrown open, a Spanish 
servant, with a broom in her hand, was passing 
in and out of the drawing-room, and a man in 
the lower part of the garden was tidying up the 
flower borders. Evidently preparations were in 
hand for the family's return ; they had not come 
yet, but without doubt they would soon arrive. 

Francisquito had seen enough to satisfy him, 
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and he ran back to the foot of the hill, where 
he had left his mother standing. " They have 
not come, but they are coming/' he exclaimed ; 
" the servants are cleaning the house, and the 
garden is being weeded. Next week they are 
sure to be here, and you will bring me to see 
them, won't you ? " 

Catalina answered " no " shortly enough, but 
in her heart she knew she meant " yes," That 
nameless attraction which drew her into the 
presence of the people whom she envied was 
still too strong for her. Her grievance had 
grown to be a positive luxury to her; she 
cherished it and nourished it, having no longer 
even the wish to uproot it. A sense of injury 
is undoubtedly a possession of value to certain 
morbid temperaments ; there is a feeling of 
splendid isolation accompanying the conviction 
that God and man have alike turned against 
you. 

So in eight days* time she once more took 
her way to that well remembered house, and as 
she approached it she saw at a glance that 
Francisquito was right. The Moorish rugs and 
flowers were put back in the verandah, and 
there, in the same place where Catalina had 
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first seen her, sat Robin's mother, with a book 
in her hand. 

The Spanish woman went up the verandah 
steps, not with hesitation, as on a former day, 
but with the confidence of one who is sure of 
being well received. Though envy, hatred and 
malice had embittered the heart of the poor 
man's widow against the rich man's wife, yet 
Catalina still preserved that natural and graceful 
courtesy of manner which is one of the most 
charming characteristics of her race. 

*' Welcome, Senora," she said. " It is a glad 
day that brings you once again to Gibraltar. Is 
all well with you and with the little boy } " 

Robin's mother did not answer, but the hands 
that held the open book trembled visibly, and 
she winced as at the touch of a sharp-cutting 
knife. Then Catalina, standing beside her, 
perceived in one breathless instant of compre- 
hension, that the lady's black dress was veiled 
with crape, and that her face bore the seal of a 
sorrow which was far too deep for tears. 

The emotional Spanish nature was profoundly 
touched. All that had been hard and defiant 
was swept away in a torrent of sympathy and 
self-reproach. Catalina broke out into a tempest 
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of weeping, exclaiming, with a fervour which 
almost bewildered her hearer, "Ah, Sefiora, 
forgive, forgive ! ^' 

But Robin's mother understood the sympathy 
that was offered her, even if she could never 
know all the varied feelings which lay behind. 
So, because her own heart was very full and 
words failed her altogether, she held out her 
hand silently in token of acknowledgment. 
And as the soft white fingers with their flashing 
rings met Catalina's in a first and last hand- 
clasp, the Spanish woman turned away, saying 
only the one word, " Adios." 

That was the end of everything, and she had 
spoken her last farewell. An unerring instinct 
told her that nothing could more strongly 
emphasize for the English lady the contrast 
between past and present than the sight of 
herself with her boy by her side. 

The day following, at sunset, Catalina was 
kneeling before the shrine of the Holy Virgin in 
the little chapel of the Convent at Almoraima. 
Francisquito knelt close to her, wide-eyed and 
wondering. She had cut off her long dark hair, 
and had laid it before the altar in a thick plait, 
tied with bright ribbons. Other women had 
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done the like before her in sign of repentance 
for sins of a very different class from hers. 
Catalina had nothing else to give, so she had 
brought this gladl}% but pefhaps she herself 
would have been puzzled to decide whether it 
was a thankoffering for the health and well- 
being of her child, or a token of contrition for 
her own wickedness. 

A reflection from the dying sunset came 
through the window above the altar, and touched 
with light her brows and the scarlet handkerchief 
that covered her head. 

" Pardon, Mother of God," she said; " pardon 
the evil and rebellious thoughts which for so 
long have defiled my heart. Keep my child 
safe under thy holy protection, and preserve him 
from the sins into which I have fallen. And 
O thou, who hast thyself known the joy and the 
blessedness of motherhood, grant, I entreat thee, 
consolation in her sorrow to her — the woman 
whom I hated." 



A PRODIGAL SON. 

The story which was destined to reach its 
conclusion on the Rock of Gibraltar began — 
and began most unpleasantly — in a little village 
in Hampshire. By rights it has much more to 
do with my brother Johnny and my cousin 
Hugh than with myself; but as I happened to 
be mixed up with them in the affair, and as, 
moreover, it is the only incident which has 
varied the monotony of my life, I have taken 
upon myself the task of telling the tale. 

At that time I was a girl of eighteen, living 
quietly in the country with my widowed mother. 
When my father died we had settled in Hamp- 
shire, in order to be near his elder brother, who, 
in his double capacity of head of the family and 
a near relation, had shown us the very greatest 
kindness in many different ways. He had 
assisted my mother through her money diffi- 
culties, and had largely contributed towards the 

K 
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expenses of my brother's education for the 
army. My uncle himself was a widower, and 
his only child was the aforementioned Hugh, 
who figures so prominently in the story now to 
come. 

In those days I possessed my full share of 
the intolerance and blind self-confidence which 
are the usual attributes of youth and ignorance. 
Hugh, though he was two years older, was also 
headstrong and conceited; so when we met, 
which we did pretty frequently, there were apt 
to be passages of arms between us. I remember 
one special occasion, when I was sitting reading 
in our little garden, and when Hugh, looking 
disturbed and angry, came across the fields 
which separated us from his father's house, and 
joined me uninvited. 

"• I want to see my aunt," he said, abruptly. 

"I am sorry to say you can't do that," I 
answered. " Mother has gone to London for 
the day, and won't be back till eight this even- 
ing. What's the matter ? *' 

" I have had a quarrel with my father," he 
replied. 

'' Oh, indeed ? '' I said. " Well, that is nothing 
particularly remarkable, is it ? I fancy this isn*t 
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the first or the second or the fiftieth time that 
we've been told of such a misfortune." 

" Perhaps not/' he said ; " but whether it's the 
fiftieth or fifth hundred, it's the last. My father 
has said things to me that I can't and won't 
stand from anybody, and the end of it is that 
I'm going away." 

" Oh, you're going away, are you ? " I said, 
" May I venture to inquire where ? " 

" How should I know } " he answered, roughly. 
" To the devil, I suppose." 

" I should have thought it hardly worth the 
trouble for the sake of a storm in a tea-cup," I 
said ; " but no doubt you understand your own 
business best." 

" I'm sorry I can't see Aunt Jane," he con- 
tinued, more quietly, altogether ignoring my 
uncivil speech ; " but as she is not at home, I 
must say to you what I had intended to say to 
her. I think it right to give her a hint of what's 
going on, seeing that that precious young black- 
guard, your brother John, is at the bottom of 
this quarrel between my father and me." 

When Hugh said this I immediately became 
both interested and frightened, for though 
Johnny was the cherished darling of my mother's 
K 2 



132 TALES OF THE ROCK 

heart and my own, his general proceedings 
lately had been far from satisfactory, and had 
caused us a great deal of anxiety. 

"What on earth has Johnny been doing 
now ? " I asked. 

^' Ohy gambling, as usual, and he applied to 
me to pay his debts. The amount was £7,^^ 
which I think you will agree is pretty hot for 
a young fellow like him, who hasn't a sou he 
can call his own, and who won't be of age for 
over a year.*' 

" Hugh," I said, " I am very, very sorry. It 
is disgraceful of Johnny, and he ought to be 
ashamed of himself. I don't know what to say 
in excuse." 

" I don't want excuses," he replied ; " you had 
better hear me out. Of course, I hadn't the 
money by me— was it likely I should have ? — 
and equally of course it seemed better that I 
should borrow it than that he should. The debt 
is paid; my aunt needn't worry herself about that. 
But, unfortunately, some officious friend of the 
family got a hint that I had been borrowing 
money, and thought it his duty to tell my 
father." 

"Well?'' I inquired. 
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" The governor asked me if it was true, and I 
said at once that it was," he went on. " Then he 
inquired what I wanted the money for, and I 
declined to tell him. That was why we 
quarrelled." 

"But he will have to be told," I interposed. 
" Mother will be dreadfully upset, and it is hard 
on her to have this fresh worry. But she will 
never consent to sacrificing you in any degree 
for the sake of shielding Johnny." 

" Now, look here, Lizzie," said Hugh, seriously, 
'* you are often perverse and disagreeable, but 
you are not wanting in common sense. You will 
not be ofTended if I speak to you quite plainly 
about your brother, and call a spade a spade ? " 

" Go on," I answered. " Say anything you 
like.'' 

"We all know," he said, "that, in spite of 
Johnny's vagaries, my father has been extremely 
kind to him." 

"He has indeed," I assented, warmly; *^no 
one could feel that more deeply than we do." 

" But," he continued, *^ the governor has 
recently got an idea — and, mind you, I think 
he's about right — that Johnny is behaving badly. 
Two or three little things that cropped up lately 
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are not altogether to your brother's credit. Now, 
my father, though he can be both kind and 
generous, is not a man to stand any nonsense. 
If Johnny gets found out once too often, he will 
lose the best friend he has ever had." 

*'Do you suppose I haven't told him that?" 
I replied. " I have dinned it into his ears times 
without number, till I have grown sick of the 
sound of my own voice." 

" Well," he replied, " my opinion is that 
Johnny is skating on very thin ice ; but however 
that may be, I'll have no hand in pushing him, 
through. If he gets into trouble, it won't be 
because I have told tales. Only, my aunt had 
better know about it, in order that she may keep 
an eye on him in future, if she can. I sha'n't be 
at hand to pull him out of his next scrape." 

"You don't really mean that your quarrel 
with Uncle Jim is a serious one ? " I said. " You 
will come back again in a day or two, and the 
whole thing will blow over." 

" I am going away altogether," he said ; " I 
can see all my father's best qualities in his treat- 
ment of other people, but that doesn't counter- 
balance his treatment of me. He told me point 
blank that he didn't trust my word, and then 
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the family [temper flamed out. He forgets that 
IVe got my share of it as well as himself, and 
he was rather surprised, I think, to hear what I 
said to him. I don't care for the place, or the 
money, or anything else ; Fd rather break stones 
on the road than lead such a life as IVe led 
for the last six months.'* 

"If I didn't feel sure that you would cool 
down when you have had time to think over it 
quietly," I answered, '' I should say that you 
were a greater fool than I could have thought 
possible.*' 

" It is of no*con sequence what you may say 
or think," ^he responded. " Good-bye. You 
can give my love to Aunt Jane." 

I felt very anxious and uneasy about what 
had been told me with regard to Johnny, but I 
did not feel in any way disturbed about Hugh 
himself. . He had quarrelled so often with his 
father, and had so invariably been ready to 
apologize afterwards for his own hot temper, 
that I saw no reason to suppose that this 
unpleasantness between them would not be put 
straight again. But Johnny was another affair 
altogether. If he put himself outside the pale 
of my uncle's forgiveness, I really did not know 
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what would become of him in the future. And 
I was obliged to confess that my uncle's patience 
had already been severely tried. 

Johnny was not by any means a bad-hearted 
fellow, and his errors arose from his possessing 
an easy-going disposition, combined with a 
rather large share of what the French call la 
joie de vivre. Without any intention of wrong- 
doing, he was apt to drift into the society of 
undesirable companions, and to find himself in 
difficulties from which a little strength of mind 
would have kept him free. It is all very well 
" to take no thought for the morrow/* but when 
that morrow represents a day of reckoning with 
a relative who has it in his power to make or 
mar one's fortune, it is a little injudicious to 
ignore it altogether. 

Several days passed, and nothing was heard 
of Hugh. Then my mother began to grow 
uncomfortable about him, and she and I walked 
across the fields together to see his father. We 
found that the squire was getting uncomfortable 
also. Though the lad had several times before 
gone away in a huff, he had never remained 
absent so long. His father always seemed quite 
lost without him. My uncle had led a lonely 
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life for many years, and all his affection and 
interest seemed to be centred in his only son. 

My mother thought it right to repeat to her 
brother-in-law the substance of what Hugh had 
said to me. It would be unfortunate, we agreed, 
if the communication proved prejudicial to 
Johnny, but under the circumstances it ought 
not to be withheld. Greatly to our relief, how- 
ever, Uncle Jim appeared so glad to know that 
Hugh was less to blame than he had imagined, 
that he passed lightly over the discovery of his 
nephew^s latest misdeeds. But time went on, 
and Hugh did not return. Anxiety became 
alarm, and alarm was succeeded for the squire 
by a period of such racking suspense as was 
more than painful to witness. The boy was 
advertised for in every imaginable paper, but 
without result. The best detectives in England 
were employed for over six months in trying 
to trace him, and only confessed themselves 
baffled at the end of that period. It became 
evident that Hugh had deliberately chosen to 
efface himself, and had wickedly allowed his 
fit of temper to alter the whole course of his 
life, ruin his prospects, and almost break his 
father's heart. 
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The uncertainty as to what had become of 
him was worst of all. The squire would have 
borne it better if he had been sure that his son 
was dead. The thought haunted him continually 
that, while he himself was surrounded by every 
comfort, Hugh might perhaps be in want of 
food, or ill and miserable, with no one to care 
for him. My uncle's iron-grey hair became 
white, and there was a stoop in his shoulders 
which had never been noticeable before. In 
fact, he who had hitherto seemed to find the 
weight of his sixty years but a light burden was 
transformed in the course of a few months into 
an old man. 

If Hugh's father felt it so deeply, my mother 
on her side was scarcely less distressed. She 
could never forget that Johnny had been the 
indirect cause of this trouble. 

" We are under the deepest obligations to the 
squire," she said to me again and again ; ** it is 
a cruelly hard return for his kindness that we 
should be the means of bringing such a sorrow 
upon him." 

Once she asked him outright if he would like 
us to go away. " I am afraid that the very sight 
of us must revive painful recollections," she 
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said. " Would it make things any easier to bear 
if Lizzie and I left the neighbourhood ? '* 

" 1 hope you will never make such a sugges- 
tion again/' he answered ; "I should only feel 
that the last of my kinsfolk had deserted me. 
I assure you that I'm not so unjust as to blame 
your son for the after consequences of his foolish 
extravagance. I lay the blame entirely on my 
own hot temper, which has been my curse 
through life, and which seems destined to be 
Hugh's curse also.^' 

Gradually even that " hope deferred " which 
brings with it such measureless heart-sickness 
died utterly away. We ceased to watch for 
news which never came. At length, by tacit 
consent, we grew to speak and think of Hugh 
as one who was for ever lost to us, though the 
mystery.of his disappearance remained a mystery 
unsolved. 

But since every cloud has its silver lining, we 
found cause for thankfulness in the altered 
conduct of Johnny. His cousin's unknown fate 
afifected him strongly, and seemed to result in 
awakening him for the first time to the serious 
side of life. When he came home on leave in 
the winter, and went over from our cottage to 
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see the squire, as in duty bound, he returned 
completely subdued. 

"I've had a talk with Uncle Jim," he said; 
" he was most awfully good to me. I went there 
quite prepared for him to hurl reproaches at me 
for my share in this terrible trouble of his, and 
I'd made up my mind to take it quietly if he did. 
But he didn't, and somehow I almost wish he 
had. As it was, every word he said cut just like 
a knife, and all because he was so kind when I 
don't deserve it. I see now how abominably 
badly I have always behaved to him." 

" I'm glad you see it for yourself at last," I 
answered ; " it has been obvious to other people 
for a long time." 

Strange to say, the impression made on 
Johnny's mind proved a lasting one. It effected 
a most curious transformation in his character, 
and from being wild, idle, and careless of every- 
thing except his own amusement, he became 
steady, persevering, and eager to do well in his 
work. He seemed to feel that no exertions on 
his part would be sufficient to show his desire 
to stand well in his uncle's opinion, and I must 
do him the justice to say that his motives were 
disinterested, for even if Hugh were really dead, 
he was not the next heir to the property. 
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A feeling of great regard in time sprang up 
between the squire and his nephew. Johnny 
could never fill the place of Hugh ; but his 
presence when he was able to get home did 
certainly serve in some degree to cheer my 
uncle, and the old man was evidently touched 
by the lad's sincere desire to atone for past 
shortcomings. 

Time wore on, and there was but little to 
vary the routine of our daily lives. Only one 
Sunday, when we took our accustomed places 
in church, we saw that there was a marble tablet 
upon the wall opposite the squire's pew which 
had never been there before ; and when we 
looked closer, we perceived that it bore Hugh's 
name. So then we understood that my uncle 
had at length abandoned hope, and that he 
believed his lost son to be dead. We said 
nothing, but after the service my mother walked 
home with the old man to his desolate house, 
her hands tightly clasped upon his arm, and the 
tears streaming down her face. 

It was about four years after Hugh's departure 
that my uncle was prostrated by a serious illness. 
On his recovery his doctors ordered him to 
winter in the South of France, and as he did 
not care to go alone, he suggested that I should 
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go with him as travelling companion. I had 
never before been out of England, and I caught at 
the idea with the greatest delight. The reality- 
surpassed my expectations. I still look back 
with pleasure to our three months of wandering 
along the shores of the Riviera and among the 
fairest cities of Northern Italy. The squire was 
half amused and wholly pleased at my enthu- 
siasm ; perhaps he remembered a time when he 
also had been young and impressionable, and 
when the charm of new scenes and lovely 
surroundings had been as beguiling to himself 
as it now was to me. 

By his suggestion the conclusion of this 
memorable winter was planned to give me the 
greatest possible amount of pleasure. It was 
arranged that we should spend the month of 
March at Gibraltar, where Johnny was serving 
in the Garrison Artillery. This seemed the 
only thing wanting to complete my programme 
of enjoyment, and I had reached the highest 
point of satisfaction when my brother met us 
as we disembarked at Gib. 

He had secured comfortable lodgings for us, 
and I am bound to say we received the greatest 
civility and kindness from everybody connected 
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with his regiment. Under the chaperonage of 
one or other of the officers' wives, I was taken 
to all the social functions then in progress, and 
although these ladies must have doubtless con- 
sidered me a nuisance, I owe them much good- 
will for the amiability with which they concealed 
their feelings. 

It took me something less than a week to dis- 
cover that if there were any line of life wherein I 
might be qualified to shine, that pathway would 
certainly never lead me into society circles in Gib. 
There I was completely out of my element, and 
I not only knew it myself, but Johnny knew it 
also. In the nature of things it could hardly 
have been otherwise ; I was poor, plain, badly 
dressed, and horribly shy. It would have seemed 
fairly safe to prophesy that I was the last person 
destined to create any sort of sensation upon the 
Rock. 

Yet subsequent events proved, as has so often 
been proved before, how the force of circum- 
stances may bring the most uninteresting persons 
into prominence and confer a notoriety upon 
them of which individually they are quite un- 
worthy. 

We were invited one day to join a party of 
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acquaintances who were going over to Ceuta for 
the afternoon in a torpedo boat. The squire 
dech'ned the trip, but Johnny and I jumped at 
the chance, and went on board at the New Mole 
in the highest spirits. It was one of those 
absolutely still days which are often experienced 
at Gib, when the wind, after having remained 
steadily in the west for some time, veers round 
suddenly eastward, and in so doing drops alto- 
gether. There was not the slightest motion on 
the water, and the shadows of the vessels which 
lay at anchor in the bay were reflected as 
distinctly as though mirrored in a looking-glass. 
A delicate blue haze veiled the outlines of the 
Spanish hills behind Algeciras, but the sky 
overhead was cloudless. The time of our start 
had been fixed to coincide with the departure of 
an English Flying Squadron, consisting of four 
ships, which had paid a brief visit to Gibraltar, 
and which was now bound for Naples. We 
went out of the harbour side by side with the 
foremost of these vessels, the Captain of the Port, 
who was on board our boat, meanwhile ex- 
changing signals of adieu with the Admiral. The 
contrast between the tiny black torpedo boat 
and the huge ironclad beside her might have 
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afforded material to an artist for a new repre- 
sentation of " Dignity and Impudence " ; but 
when the farewell courtesies were concluded and 
our small craft was under orders to go ahead, 
she began to show something of her capabilities, 
and left the warships behind her as though they 
had been standing still. The sensation of being 
so close down to the water's edge and at the 
same time of progressing at such an extra- 
ordinary rate of speed is peculiarly exhila- 
rating. 

" It's like going North by the Scotch Express/* 
said Johnny. 

" I should think all other kinds of boats and 
ships must seem hopelessly slow in comparison/' 
I said. " It must be like driving a donkey-cart 
after being used to a four-in-hand. Look how 
wonderfully elastic this boat is, although the sea 
is quite flat. There*s a sort of springiness about 
her as if she were made of whalebone.'^ 

It took us hardly more than half an hour to 
cross the Straits, and when the anchor was 
dropped in the port on the northern side of 
Ceuta, a couple of rowing boats came out to 
take our party ashore. The officer in command 
of the torpedo boat told us that we should have 

L 
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an hour and a half in which to explore the place 
before returning. 

Everybody knows that Ceuta ^ is the chief 
penal settlement of Spain, a large proportion of 
the convicts confined there being political 
prisoners, and consequently persons of some 
education. The place itself is situated exactly 
opposite to Gibraltar on the African side of the 
Straits ; it forms a peninsula, surrounded on 
three sides with water, and is connected on the 
west with the mountains of the Anjera range. 
The Spanish boundary is defined by a succession 
of Moorish towers, which, as seen from the sea, 
are very picturesque. Indeed, the whole appear- 
ance of the place is bright and pleasing. The 
barracks and prison lie to the east of the town 
and the gaol, at a distance, looks more like some 
sort of fortification than what it really is. It is 
said that the Moors object quite as strongly to 
the possession of Ceuta by the Spaniards as 
the Spaniards do to the possession of Gibraltar 
by the English. Both nations live in hopes of 
eventually recovering their lost property, but the 
day of their doing so seems distant yet. 

We walked up through the main street of 
Ceuta, and were agreeably surprised to notice 
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that the town was very clean and most of the 
balconies were gay with flowers. We saw a 
good deal of the same ornamental ironwork 
which may be seen at Algeciras and at Ronda, 
and which is quite a feature of Southern Spanish 
towns. A detachment of Engineers passed us as 
we strolled along ; their band was playing the 
popular " Sobre Las Olas/' and the men looked 
smart and soldierly. As for the convicts, they 
were ubiquitous. Gangs of them, each gang in 
charge of an overseer, were employed in building 
houses, repairing roads, wheeling away barrows 
full of stone, or loading mules ; in fact, every 
imaginable outdoor occupation seemed entrusted 
to them. Johnny and I lingered a little behind 
our companions in order to look at these un- 
fortunate creatures ; we saw amongst them 
many varying types of humanity, ranging from 
the lowest and most degraded to those who gave 
evidence of intelligence and industry. Repre- 
sentatives of many different nations were work- 
ing side by side ; we could distinguish Portu- 
guese, Italians, and fair-haired inhabitants of 
northern countries — in fact, the most opposite 
•nationalities were here linked together by the 
same bond of captivity. Some of them appeared 
L 2 
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sunk in apathy or gloom, others seemed compara- 
tively cheerful, while a few went about their tasks 
with an expression of such savage ferocity as 
boded ill for those who might chance to cross their 
path should they ever regain their freedom. 
The overseers sat idly in the shade, watching the 
progress of the labourers and smoking endless 
cigarettes ; I observed that they each wore a 
small brass plate strapped round the left arm as 
badge of their office. 

We left the main street and sauntered through 
some narrower passages, which led us eventually 
into a pathway that commanded a beautiful view 
of Gibraltar. Some of our party had stopped 
also a little ahead of us ; one of the ladies was 
in the act of purchasing a small ornamental 
basket which a convict had offered her for sale. 

" So you are an Englishman, are you?'* she 
asked, with some curiosity. "And pray how do 
you come to be in a Spanish prison ? " 

'* For the murder of a Chinaman on board a 
Spanish vessel off the coast of Cuba," he 
answered. The lady looked scared, and paying 
for her basket somewhat hurriedly, she moved on 
with her friends. Johnny, who had been care- 
lessly leaning against a wall, straightened him- 
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self up suddenly, and turned round towards the 
convict. The man now approached us ; he wore 
the same uniform as all the other prisoners, a 
white coat and trousers striped with black, a 
black cummerbund, and a wide straw hat. His 
skin was tanned to the colour of mahogany from 
long exposure to the fierce southern sun, and 
one side of his face was disfigured by the scar 
of a ghastly sabre-cut reaching from cheek-bone 
to chin. But outcast as he was, there was yet 
something strangely familiar about him, and the 
eyes which were looking at Johnny were the 
eyes of our cousin Hugh. 

He came up within three paces of my brother 

and stopped dead, trembling from head to foot. 

" Oh, my God, Johnny, is it possible that's 

you ? '* he said, and then he burst out crying 

like a little child. 

In the interval which followed a hundred 
questions were asked on either side. To us this 
seemed like a resurrection from the dead, and 
for Hugh the sight of us was as the opening of the 
gates of Paradise. He told us afterwards that 
it was one of those blissful moments which a 
man can never experience twice in a life- 
time. 
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Hugh was the first to recover in some degree 
his self-control ; he looked cautiously round to 
see that we were not observed. Fortunately, 
the path where we stood was deserted for the 
time, but there were houses at a little distance, 
and their windows overlooked us. 

"This isn't safe,'* said Hugh. '' But after all 
there's no place in Ceuta where I can be seen 
talking to you without risk, so I must just chance 
it. Tell me, Johnny, how is my father } '* 

" Quite well, and over in Gib at this minute,'* 
answered Johnny ; " but he has aged a good deal 
since you left him.'^ 

Hugh drew a long breath of relief " I was 
afraid to ask at first," he said. " Look here, old 
fellow, you'll tell him about me. If time and 
money and influence can get me out of this, he'll 
do it, I know. But it will be a long and difficult 
job.»' 

"Time and influence be hanged," replied my 
brother. " Til get you out myself, Hugh, and 
we'll work it within a week. If I bring over a 
sailing-boat by night from Gib, is there any place 
where I can pick you up, and will you take the 
risk.?" 

"Will I ?'* repeated Hugh, his face sparkling 
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with excitement, "the question is, will you, 
Johnny ?'* 

" rd do more than that to get you home 
again/* said my brother. " Quick, now ; you 
tell me where and when to look out for you, and 
ril manage the rest/' 

" You mustn't come anywhere on the northern 
side,'' said Hugh, after a minute's consideration ; 
" the place is too well lighted, and there are too 
many people on the look out. Come round to 
the south ; wait a minute, and Til tell you the 
exact place. Walk on from here till you come 
to a road bearing a little to the right. It will 
lead you uphill to a sentry-box standing on the 
edge of the cliffs. There^s a place close by 
where I can scramble down with the help of a 
rope, and it's near enough to the prison for me 
to be able to get there easily." 

" How about the sentry ? Won't he inter- 
fere ? " asked my brother. 

" Oh, I'll settle accounts with the sentry," he 
replied, and Johnny inquired no further. 

They then rapidly decided between themselves 
that the attempt was to be made in three days* 
time, unless there should happen to be a gale 
from the eastward, in which case it would 
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necessarily have to be postponed till the first 
calm evening. Just as they had so decided, a 
number of foot-passengers belonging to the 
town came walking down the path towards us. 
Hugh hastily thrust a couple of baskets into my 
hand. 

" Pretend you are buying them/' he muttered ; 
"it will account for my being with you." 

I immediately began fumbling in my pocket 
for my purse, and the passers-by, seeing that I 
was apparently occupied in paying for what 
I had bought, bestowed no further attention on 
us than the long, steady stare with which all 
strangers are favoured. 

But other people were approaching, and to 
linger would have been an imprudence. Hugh 
picked up the remainder of his baskets which 
he had placed upon the ground, and moved 
slowly away towards the town, while Johnny 
and I continued our stroll in the opposite 
direction. 

'' Now, mind, Lizzie," said my brother, im- 
pressively, "you are not to say one word to 
the squire. If he heard of this plan of ours, he 
would strongly disapprove ; and if, on the other 
hand, he knew of Hugh being here, and had to 
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wait months or years before he could get him 
out, the suspense would certainly kill him." 
'* And what if you fail ? '' I asked. 
" Vm not going to fail," he answered ; " there's 
a friend of mine, a boatman over at Catalan 
Bay, who will help me to make the whole thing 
a brilliant success." 

" And^ supposing you do succeed, what about 
the Spanish Government ? " I said. " What 
can they do to you ? " 

Johnny laughed airily. *' We'll talk about 
that when I've got Hugh safe over in Gib," he 
said. " Once for all, this is my affair, not yours, 
and you are to hold your tongue. Do you 
understand ? " 

" I will certainly hold my tongue," I answered, 
'* but only on one condition." 
" What's that > " he asked. 
" That you bring me over in the boat with 
you when you come to fetch away Hugh." 

My brother fired up in an instant, as well he 
might, indignantly protesting against the folly 
of such a notion. But if he was imprudent on 
his own account, I was equally foolhardy on 
mine, and a brief but heated argument ensued. 
*' Look here, Johnny," I said at last, " I'm 
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not going to quarrel, but you must please under- 
stand that I intend to come. I am never in the 
way in a boat, though I may be, often, in a 
drawing-room. Have you forgotten that when 
our father was alive I almost lived in a dinghy 
on Southampton water ? " 

" That's a very different thing," said Johnny ; 
** I know you can take an oar in smooth water, 
but what's the good of that? In an affair like 
this you'd lose your head at the critical moment, 
and put us all in danger by fainting or scream- 
ing when you were required to have your wits 
about you." 

** Nothing of the kind," I replied, with indig- 
nation. " This is the only real genuine bit of 
sensation that has ever come my way, and I 
mean to make the most of it. I know it will 
never happen again as long as I live, and do you 
think rd consent to miss it for any considera- 
tion you can urge ? It's all very well for you 
to talk ; you may have other excitements some 
day, because you're a soldier, and perhaps you'll 
see active service. But as for me, I shall go 
home to spend the rest of my existence in 
Hampshire, and one day will pass exactly like 
another till I get to be an old woman." 
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" Oh, of course if you want to argue," re- 
marked Johnny, frigidly, " we can discuss the 
question when we get back to Gib." 

" We'll discuss it when and where you please," 
I responded. " But I tell you plainly I have 
made up my mind." 

Johnny was angry, and showed it, but I did 
not care for that. I knew that I should end by 
carrying my point ; in all our childish differences 
I had always got my own way. 

We had no difficulty in finding the sentry-box 
of which Hugh had spoken. We leaned against 
the wall that runs along the cliff behind it, and 
looked over at the sea below. 

" I don't see how Hugh is to get down those 
rocks," said Johnny. 

" We may trust him to do that since he says 
he can," I answered. "All we have to arrange 
for is that the boat shall be round here. Of 
course, we'll need to keep a sharp look-out." 

** ' We ! ' " he repeated, contemptuously. 

*^ Yes, I said ' we,' and I'll say it again if you 
like," I replied. " We shall have done a good 
night's work when we land him the other 
side." 

We were now joined by several members of 
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our party on their way back to the harbour, so 
we retraced our steps, and accompanied them 
down to the torpedo boat. At the bottom of 
the main street we caught a glimpse of Hugh, 
his eyes fixed longingly on the English boat 
with her familiar White Ensign. There 
were many people about, and we dared not 
venture anything further than a brief signal of 
farewell and encouragement as we passed him. 
Then we went on board again, too full of our 
own thoughts to have a word to say to anyone, 
and doubtless appearing lamentably devoid of 
intelligent interest in the town we had so 
courteously been taken to see. 

On looking back at Johnny*s plan of carrying 
off his cousin from Ceuta, I am appalled, now 
that the excitement of the incident has long 
died away, by the extraordinary foolhardiness 
which took entire possession of my brother and 
myself. I donH think we realized a hundredth 
paVt of the risk attaching to what we were about 
to do, and I doubt whether we should have 
cared much if we had. We were quite reckless 
as to after consequences ; in fact, we were 
temporarily so completely off our heads that 
heroic measures appeared the most natural in 
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the world. All notion of consulting the proper 
authorities as to the right course to take was 
scouted as being far too commonplace to be 
worthy of our consideration ; the spirit of 
adventure held sway over our minds to the ex- 
clusion of everything else. That our madness 
did not lead to shipwreck both literal and 
metaphorical, is proof sufficient, I think, that the 
old question, " Does Fortune favour Fools ? " 
should be answered in the affirmative. 

Had we been asked in cold blood whether we 
were prepared to defend the Romish doctrine 
that the end justifies the means, both my 
brother and I would undoubtedly have said 
" no." Yet we felt -no qualms of conscience in 
telling the squire a barefaced falsehood in order 
to further our outrageous designs. Johnny told 
him that he was anxious to take me up to 
Ronda for a night, and the good-natured old 
man, gathering the impression that the lad 
wished to give me the treat out of his own 
private finances, imagined that we two would be 
happiest by ourselves, and so did not volunteer 
to accompany us. Under the same pretext of 
a visit to Ronda^ Johnny obtained twenty-four 
hours^ leave from his Major, and in order that no 
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suspicion might be aroused as to our real 
destination, we did actually cross the bay by a 
morning steamer to Algeciras. But we returned 
again to Gib in a couple of hours' time, 
and taking a cab on landing at the Water 
Port, we immediately drove round to Catalan 
Bay. 

Visitors to Gibraltar are no doubt familiar with 
the picturesque little fishing village which lies 
upon the eastern shore of the Rock, with the 
sea at its feet and the towering wall of sheer 
cliff behind. The people who inhabit the low 
grey cottages that are grouped around a little 
Catholic chapel form a race apart ; originally of 
Genoese extraction, they decline to mix either 
with the Spanish or the English population of 
Gibraltar. Their language is a patois of their 
own ; their tastes and their habits of life are their 
own also. They obtain a precarious livelihood 
by fishing, and have a high and well-deserved 
reputation for their skill and courage at sea. 
In physique they are vastly superior to the 
enervated and degenerate Spaniards who have 
cast in their lot beneath the shadow of the 
British flag, and who are familiarly known as 
Rock Scorpions. Since Johnny needed a boat- 
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man with a cool head and strong arm, he 
had done well to look for him at Catalan 
Bay. 

Everything had been arranged beforehand. 
The boat and her owner were to be at our 
disposal immediately it should grow dark enough 
to make it desirable for us to start. Meanwhile, 
for caution's sake, lest any of our acquaintances 
should happen to come round that way and see 
us, we entered the fisherman's cottage to be out 
of sight of chance passers-by. 

The man whom Johnny had prevailed on to 
undertake our risky business was a typical 
specimen of his class. Tall and muscular, he 
looked as hard as iron, and quite fit to endure 
any imaginable amount of fatigue. His expres- 
sion was frank and good-humoured, and when 
he smiled he showed two even rows of strong 
white teeth. At first he seemed rather taken 
aback when he understood that I was to be 
of the party, but in a little while he resigned 
himself to my presence as a necessary evil, 
shrugging his shoulders in acknowledgment of 
the incomprehensible eccentricity of English- 
women in general. He and Johnny had been 
out fishing together on several previous occa- 
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sioris, and appeared to be on very good terms 
with one another. 

While waiting at Lamberti's cottage we 
refreshed ourselves with an excellent meal of 
bread, eggs, and vino. I had brought a basket 
of provisions with me, and a bottle of brandy in 
case of need, but these by Johnny's desire were 
reserved till later. 

Shortly after seven o'clock Lamberti, who 
had been out on the beach, came back and in- 
formed us that everything was ready. A friend 
of his, who was to assist in the management of 
the boat, was waiting, and nothing remained but 
to go on board and start. Accordingly we three, 
walked down together to the water's edge, 
and there found our frail craft awaiting us, as 
Lamberti had said. To my inexperienced eyes 
she looked unpleasantly small, and though I 
said nothing, perhaps Johnny may have fancied 
that there was a momentary hesitation in my 
manner as I prepared to take the seat he pointed 
out to me. 

" There's still time for you to change your 
mind, you know," he said. " If you like, you 
can stay behind and wait at Lamberti's cottage 
till we get back.*' 
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Of course, such a confession of weakness was 
not to be thought of for an instant, and I 
promptly sat down in my place, declining his 
suggestion with unqualified scorn. Yet for 
truth's sake I must admit that in reality I was 
horribly frightened ; the foolishness of our 
proceedings became apparent to me all at once, 
and I saw before us the probability of serious 
trouble, and the possibility of being drowned. 
However, I would have cut my tongue out 
sooner than let my brother know that I was 
such a coward : after all, his life was the 
more valuable of the two, and where he chose 
to lead the way I felt bound, in justice to myself, 
to follow. 

There was no moon, and the stars were only 
faintly visible, but the darkness was all in favour 
of our plans. Our boat did not carry lights,^ 
but the risks attending our expedition were so 
many and varied that the chance of being run 
down by some passing vessel seemed hardly 
worth thinking about. The wind had again 
been blowing from the west, but it had fallen 
during the course of the afternoon^ though it 
had left behind a considerable ground swell. 
It was fortunate for us^ however, that such 

M 
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breeze as remained was westerly, for had there 
been much wind from the contrary direction we 
could have obtained no shelter in approaching 
Ceuta's south-eastern side. When we had got 
well away from Gibraltar and had hoisted our 
sail, we discovered that a great deal of tacking 
and beating backwards and forwards would be 
necessary before we could hope to reach the 
neighbourhood of the Ceuta lighthouse, whose 
clear bright light was the beacon guiding us to 
our destination. 

Johnny accepted our slow rate of progress 
with his accustomed philosophy. 

" In for a penny, in for a pound," he said ; 
** we have all the night before us, and there's no 
hurry. I shall have to teach you some day to 
smoke cigarettes, Lizzie. You will find that 
they help to pass away the time when you would 
otherwise be bored." 

Altogether it took us considerably over four 
hours to accomplish the distance which the 
torpedo-boat had covered in about thirty-five 
minutes, and during this interval of rolling and 
tossing in the swell, there was ample time for 
excitement to cool down, and yield to serious 
reflections on our position. What Johnny's 



A PRODIGAL SON 1 63 

ideas may have been I do not pretend to guess, 
but I observed that he grew silent and apparently 
meditative. For my part I felt thoroughly 
spiritless, and by the time we drew near to the 
crucial point of our enterprise my former heroic 
feelings had entirely evaporated. 

Instead of entering the bay of Ceuta as we 
had done on our former visit, we kept our course 
well to the eastward, steering clear of the light- 
house by a considerable distance, and thus pass- 
ing round into the smoother water upon the 
other side of the peninsula. Lamberti and his 
assistant had hitherto been careful to keep the 
boat well away from the land, in order that in 
the darkness we might escape observation from 
anyone who should chance to be on the look- 
out. Now, however, they prepared to bring her 
round and take her close in shore to the 
appointed rendezvous beneath the rocks, and as 
they did so they cautioned us seriously that 
silence was imperatively necessary to success. 
I could not help admiring the coolness and 
confidence with which they went about their 
work ; there was none of that flurry and excit- 
ability so characteristic of southern nations. 
They had been promised a most liberal reward 
M 2. 
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if they got clear away with Hugh, and they 
were doing their best to earn the money. 

A clock in the town chimed twelve as we 
glided noiselessly into the position agreed on ; 
the water was perfectly calm in the shelter of 
the rocks, and the boat remained motionless. 
Here and there lights gleamed along the extent 
of the peninsula, warning us that people were 
still stirring, but there was nothing like the 
brightness which we had noticed in the town 
upon the other side, before we rounded the 
point. 

Waiting thus in the darkness, well knowing 
that at any moment we might be discovered 
and challenged, the excitement which had 
temporarily died away revived stronger than 
ever. My heart began to beat with uncomfort- 
able rapidity, and whereas I had before felt 
chilly, I now grew hot all over. I listened for 
the footsteps of the sentry on his beat upon the 
cliffs above us, but all was still and I could hear 
nothing. 

A considerable time passed and there was no 
sign of Hugh. A hundred disastrous pos- 
sibilities, any one of which would have effectu- 
ally ruined our enterprise, floated through my 
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mind, and every succeeding minute added to 
the tension of suspense. I knew by instinct 
that Johnny was feeling it also, and it seemed 
to me that if this lasted much longer, we should 
not be able to bear it It was so exasperating 
to be compelled to remain passive in that boat, 
ignorant of what had happened to Hugh, and 
thinking it probable that all his schemes had 
completely miscarried. 

But just as we were beginning to believe that 
he would fail us altogether, there was a distinct 
though subdued sound of a scuffle and a fall up 
above. We realized that the sentry must have 
been all the while at his post, though we had 
not heard him, and now a horrible doubt 
assailed me as to whether he might not have 
been murdered. I had not leisure to dwell on 
it, for immediately afterwards, by straining our 
eyes, we could just descry the outline of a 
figure descending the side of the cliffs by a 
rope till he reached a ledge of rock some 
thirty feet above the sea. There he paused 
for a moment and uttered a low whistle, 
which was promptly responded to by Johnny. 
Then, without further hesitation he dived from 
the rocks into the water, while a minute later 
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his hands were on our gunwale and we were all 
helping him, dripping, but safe and sound, into 
the boat between us. 

But the splash into the sea, and perhaps some 
involuntary sound or movement on our own 
part, had been sufficient to betray us. Loud 
and clear the call, " Quien vive ? " rang out from 
a second Spanish sentry farther along the cliff. 
Of course, we gave no answer, but strained 
every nerve to get away seawards as speedily as 
we might. The sentry, finding his challenge 
disregarded, repeated it, and immediately after- 
wards discharged his rifle in the direction in 
which he supposed us to be. Wherever the 
bullet fell, it at any rate came nowhere near 
us, but the sound of the shot had the effect 
of rousing the whole place. In an incredibly 
short space of time lights were flitting in all 
directions, people were running along the edge 
of the rocks shouting, and the commotion 
seemed general. 

" We had better make the most of the start 
we've got," said Hugh, speaking with conviction 
as being familiar with the nianners and customs 
of Ceuta ; " there'll be a boat sent out after us 
in double quick time." 
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In less than a quarter of an hour his words 
were verified, for as we came out beyond the 
lighthouse into the open Straits, our boat mean- 
while labouring heavily in the swell, and with 
every stitch of canvas piled on to catch such 
breeze as was blowing, a white Government 
steam launch crept warily round the rocky pro- 
montory in pursuit, and was abreast of us almost 
before we had realized her approach. Apparently 
she had been waiting, with steam up, somewhere 
below the lighthouse in readiness for another 
service, and had been promptly ordered round 
to overhaul us. So smart a proceeding on the 
part of Spanish authorities, who usually require 
plenty of time for deliberation before action, 
took me quite by surprise, and this proof of 
energy was as unpleasant as it was unexpected. 

As the launch came alongside, the lights on 
board her enabled us to see that she had a crew 
of three or four men, and that a puffy and sallow- 
faced individual in the customs house uniform 
appeared to be in command. 

This personage promptly hailed us in Spanish, 
and was of necessity replied to by Lamberti. A 
colloquy took place between the two, while 
we sat listening, but comprehending nothing. 
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Hugh, at the first sight of our pursuer, had had 
the presence of mind to crouch down in the 
bottom of the boat, and to fling round his 
shoulders a dark cloak of mine which happened 
to be at hand. He knew it was all-important 
that his convict's garb should not be recognized. 

" They take us for smugglers," explained 
Lamberti to Johnny ; " the Senor insists upon 
coming on board." 

" Oh, he does, does he?'* replied my brother ; 
"then just tell him he shan't, will you? Say 
that if he attempts to do so, I'll shoot him." 

Lamberti translated the answer, but the 
warning was disregarded. The Spanish official 
repeated his determination, and stepped forward 
to carry it out. 

Johnny was sitting in the stern of our boat 
beside Lamberti's comrade, who held the tiller 
ropes. At the first movement of the customs 
house official my brother rose to his feet and 
pulled a revolver out of his pocket. Evidently 
he had come prepared for any emergency. 

" I'm sorry for the necessity, but it can't be 
helped,'^ he said. " Lizzie, shut your eyes." 

And with this he deliberately shot the 
Spaniard, who fell down backwards into his own 
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boat, severely wounded in the leg, and yelling 
with rage and pain. 

Quick as lightning Lamberti took advantage 
of the commotion created by this occurrence on 
board the launch to sheer off into the darkness. 
Presumably the fall of their leader had dis- 
organized the Spanish sailors, for as wc parted 
company a discussion arose amongst them as 
to whether they should return or go on. How 
they settled it we never knew, but to our 
inexpressible thankfulness we saw no more of 
them. 

Not until we were nearly half-way across the 
Straits did we feel free to draw breath, and to 
realize our good-fortune. Hugh seemed as if 
he could hardly believe in his own freedom. 

" I haven't said a word of thanks to you, 
Johnny,^^ he observed ; ** but Heaven knows 
that if ever a fellow was grateful, I am. As for 
you, Lizzie, I never expected to see you mixed 
up in an adventure like this, or to owe you 
thanks for coming to help me." 

" You don't owe me any thanks at all ; it's 
entirely Johnny's doing," I said. "I only came 
as a spectator, just to see the fun." 

" Well," remarked Johnny, *' at the present 
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minute I vote for something to eat. Lizzie, 
serve out the sandwiches and the drinks, if you 
please, and when that's done Hugh shall answer 
questions." 

The refreshments which we had brought with 
us were quickly divided, and were consumed 
with great appreciation. Curiosity to know how 
our cousin had fared during the four years since 
he went away then asserted itself. 

*^ Begin at the beginning, Hugh, and tell us 
everything," I said. " What did you do when, 
you first left home ? " 

" I went up to London and found my way to 
the Docks,*' he replied. " I was in a furious rage 
against my father and against you, Johnny, and 
felt myself to be ill-used and misunderstood all 
round. I found a cargo boat on the point of 
starting for Havana, in Cuba, and I bargained 
with the captain to take me out as a passenger 
at steerage rates. I had just about enough 
money with me to pay my passage, and when 
we landed, which we did at last, after having 
met with heavy weather all the way out, I found 
myself stranded, with no means of livelihood, no 
friends, and no prospect of obtaining either. It 
was a pretty startling experience, I can tell you. 
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after all the comfort and the pampering Td been 
accustomed to at home/' 

'' But why didn't you write ? " I said. '' Why 
didn't you let Uncle Jim know where you were, 
and ask him for the money to bring you 
back?" 

" I couldn't/' he answered, " after having 
gone off like that ; it would have been altogether 
too frightful an acknowledgment of helplessness 
to own that I was beaten at the very beginning. 
So I made up my mind to face the situation, 
at all events for a time, and in doing so I went 
through more ups and downs than you could 
easily believe. I was a waiter for a little while at a 
third-rate caf^ and after that I got a job to 
break stones on the roads. But you see my 
previous education and ideas were all against 
me, and somehow I didn't get on." 

" What happened then ? " asked Johnny. 

** Well, at the end of six months I became 
sick of it alV^ he answered ; " the longing came 
upon me to see the governor and the old home 
again, and I was a great way past caring whether 
I had to eat humble pie or not. I used to dream 
of the Hampshire lanes, and the partridges 
rising out of the turnip-fields on September 



172 TALES OF THE ROCK 

mornings, and sometimes I would wake up 
thinking that my old brown spaniel was by my 
side licking my hand. I don't know whether it 
was home-sickness or cowardice, or what it was, 
but it crushed the last spark of resistance out of 
me, and I knew then that I was bound to go 
home. I heard of a Spanish sailing ship one 
day that was going to Barcelona, so I shipped 
on board her to work my passage back before 
the mast. I felt sure that from Barcelona I 
should manage somehow to get on to England. 
And it would have turned out all right, if it 
hadn't been for that infernal Chinaman who got 
himself killed and spoilt everything." 

"But, Hugh, did you really kill him?" I 
inquired. *' I heard you saying the other day 
that that was why you were sent to Ceuta." 

" I didn't mean to kill him ; it was a pure 
accident," he said. " I had sunk pretty low, 
but I wasn't a murderer. The man was offensive 
and I knocked him down, that's all. Only, as 
ill-luck would have it, I was in a temper at the 
moment, and I suppose I hit harder than I 
intended. Anyhow, he struck his head against 
a piece of iron in falling, and that made an end 
of him. Before I fully understood \yhat was 
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happening to me I found myself put under 
arrest, and after that it wasn't so very long until 
I was lodged at Ceuta under sentence of fifteen 
years' imprisonment for manslaughter. As to 
pleading that I was a British subject, they paid 
about as much attention to that as if I had held 
my tongue altogether." 

" Was it very bad at Ceuta ?" said Johnny. 

*' Well, it was, so to speak, like outer dark- 
ness with the wailing and gnashing of teeth 
thrown in," replied Hugh. '* For me it seemed 
the end of everything, and I would far rather 
they had hanged me at once. I sometimes 
considered seriously whether I wouldn't try to 
kill myself and have done with it, but when it 
came to the point my courage always failed 
me. 

" But it didn't continue as bad as that, did 
it?" I said. 

" There wasn't much change for over two 
years," he answered, " and the worst of it was 
that I was hopeless of anything different. 
Fifteen years is a long time to look forward to, 
and it seemed a large slice of my life to spend 
at Ceuta. Often I thought I should go mad, 
and even wished that I could, so as not to 
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realize the depth of my own misery. Then at 
last there came a change. You know the 
convicts are employed in different kinds of 
labour, according to their conduct reports and 
their various sentences. One morning I was 
brought out with a gang and was set to work at 
building up a wall. It made me feel human 
again to be out in the fresh air and the sunshine ; 
I was not much more than a brute before.*' 

" It's dreadful to think of, Hugh," I remarked. 
** Go on, please. What happened then ? ^' 

" Well," he said, " from the day I began to 
get outdoor employment things gradually 
improved. It so happened that the warder in 
whose charge I was placed took a fancy to me, 
and little by little he managed to obtain small 
privileges for me. Then about six months ago 
they found out that I could do basket work — 
you remember, Johnny, an old fellow in the 
village at home who used to teach me down by 
the osier-beds when I was a boy. The Spanish 
women in Ceuta were pleased with my baskets, 
and latterly I have been allowed to go out into 
the town and sell them.'* 

" And didn't you ever think of trying to 
escape ? " 
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" I thought of it thousands of times," he said, 
" but I saw very well that it could not by any 
possibility be managed without help from out- 
side. I used to look across the Straits at 
Gibraltar till my heart seemed almost to crack 
in two with longing.' It was all *so near and 
yet so far/ as the song says. Can you imagine 
a little, Johnny, how bad I used to feel ? " 

" It must have been maddening," said Johnny ; 
*' it was enough to send you wild." 

" Yes," answered Hugh, " and the sight of 
the English liners homeward bound was even 
worse. I have sat hours on the rocks watching 
a P. and O. or an Orient boat on her way through 
the Straits, and when the last streak of smoke 
from her funnels disappeared in the distance, I 
have simply blubbered like a baby. It's weak, 
I know, but somehow you get all the manhood 
knocked out of you in a place like that.'^ 

" And how did you manage to come away 
to-night ? " I inquired. ** Did you prevail on 
the warder to let you out ? " 

"Oh no," he said, "he couldn't quite have 
run to that, you know. He wasn't a bad sort, 
as prison officials go, but of course there were 
limits, and tolerably strict ones, to his power 



176 TALES OF THE ROCK 

and inclination to befriend me. But I managed, 
without much difficulty, by making love to his 
daughter. A Spanish woman is an emotional 
creature, and it's easy to touch her heart, if you 
only go the right way to work. Carmen stole 
her father's keys when he had gone to bed, and 
she unlocked the door of my cell. It wasn't hard 
to get away then without waking the other 
fellows who slept there also, and when I crept 
outside, I found her waiting for me in the 
shadow of a wall, with two lengths of strong 
rope in her hand. She brought me away 
through the outer buildings without our meet- 
ing a soul to stop us ; I don't know whether 
that was owing to good luck or good manage- 
ment. I gave her a kiss and the assurance of 
my undying gratitude, but when Tm home 
again, Pll send her something more substan- 
tial." 

" Now, Hugh," I said, " there's just one thing 
more that I'm anxious to know. Did you kill 
that sentry on the cliff ? " 

*' No, I didn't," he answered, "but I would 
have, without the slightest hesitation, if I had 
found it necessary. As soon as I got clear of 
the prison, I sat down in a dark corner and tore 
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two Strips off my shirt. Then I crept along 
very quietly (without boots, of course), till I was 
behind a rock just on the right of the sentry's 
beat. I had to dodge him in order to get 
there, stooping down behind any cover I could 
find while he was facing me, and moving 
cautiously forward each time his back was 
turned. Once I thought he had discovered me, 
for he stood quite still for a long time, medi- 
tating, I suppose. When I was fairly hidden 
behind my rock he had to pass quite close to 
me, but I let him go by and turn again at least 
three or four times before I collected my energies 
sufficient^ to attack him. When I felt quite 
ready, I sprang up suddenly just as he had 
passed, and got my longest strip of linen round 
his throat from behind. I borrowed the idea 
from a book I read years ago about Thugs, and 
I assure you that for a first attempt I did it very 
neatly. Afterwards, I tied his legs and arms 
with Carmen's shortest piece of rope, and stuffed 
my second bit of shirting into his mouth. Then 
I loosened the linen round his neck just suffi- 
ciently to avoid choking him altogether, and I 
left him lying by his sentry-box for his friends 
to find him. The worst of it all was, that while 

N 
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I was doing this I wasn't quite sure whether you 
had come or not. Even when I let myself 
down over the rocks with my other rope, I did 
not feel certain till I got to that ledge where I 
waited a moment, and just saw the outline of 
this boat." 

Meanwhile, during the time that Hugh had 
described to us his varied and sensational adven- 
tures, the wind had freshened, and we were 
making good progress on our homeward journey. 
The dawn was still grey in the east and the 
summit of the Rock was still shrouded in mist, 
when the welcome sound of the grating of 
our boat's keel on the beach assured us that 
we had once more reached Catalan Bay in 
safety. 

We passed through the gates at Bay Side 
Barrier directly they were opened, and it was 
yet early morning when I stood breathlessly 
knocking at my uncle's bedroom door. The 
squire answered the summons, clad in dressing 
gown and slippers, and looking the picture of 
amazement, as well he might, at my unexpected 
appearance there when I was supposed to be 
at Ronda. Realizing at a glance that I was 
drenched with salt water, hopelessly dishevelled 
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and generally wild of aspect, his surprise turned 
to consternation. 

" Good heavens, what's the matter ? What 
on earth has happened ? " he asked. 

" Uncle Jim, please try to prepare for a great 
surprise," I said. " I am bringing you some 
wonderful news, something splendid and 
glorious that we none of us expected.*' 

The old man looked at me, then suddenly 
turned white and trembled. My face had told 
him more than my words. " You are bringing 
me news of Hugh," he said. 

Before I had time to answer, Hugh himself 
came up the staircase behind me with his 
cousin's arm in his. Then the door was closed, 
and father and son were left alone together. 

My last recollection of Gibraltar dates from 
the evening of that same day. My uncle, Hugh 
and I, stood on the deck of an Orient liner 
whose destination was Plymouth. The boat 
had come in during the afternoon, and deeming 
It wiser that my cousin should at once be re- 
moved to a greater distance from the scene of 
his misfortunes, we had managed to secure 
passages, and had decided to leave immediately. 

Hugh, clad in a suit of Johnny's garments, 
N 2 
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was waving an adieu to his cousin, who had 
just gone down into the launch which was to 
take him ashore again. Johnny was accom- 
panied by a number of young officers of his own 
standing, for the story of Hugh's rescue had 
somehow leaked out, and my brother was forth- 
with elevated to the position of a hero in the 
estimation of his comrades. They had come 
off in the launch to congratulate us and wish us 
luck, and as our vessel moved slowly away from 
her moorings, the straw hats bearing the well- 
known blue ribbon with its zig-zag scarlet stripe, 
were flung high in the air, and our ears were 
saluted by a hearty British cheer, expressive 
not only of good lung power, but of very cordial 
feeling. 

I do not know whether the authorities at 
Ceutaever discovered how their prisoner escaped. 
If they did, the affair must have been satisfac- 
torily arranged with the Powers that be at 
Gibraltar, for none of the parties concerned were 
troubled about it afterwards. Johnny's superior 
officers reproved him severely for the total dis- 
regard for law and order which he had evinced, 
but that his offence was not considered a heinous 
one, was proved by the fact that three months 
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later he fouad himself transferred to a field 
battery in Ireland. 

The tablet which my uncle had erected in 
the village church to the memory of Hugh, has 
been taken down and replaced by a new one. 
This bears his initials and the date of his escape 
from prison, while below stands the following 
inscription : 

" In thankful remembrance of the mercy of God. 

* This my son was dead, and is alive again : he was lost, 

and is found*' " 



THE LITTLE MISTAKE. 

" Tm very sorry, sir/' said Mary the maid, look- 
ing up with a comical face of perplexity. ** I 
don't know how it happened, but Fm afraid 
there has been a little mistake " 

" Why, it isn't a turkey at all ; it*s an ordinary 
chicken ! " said the Colonel. 

He was standing beside the hencoop and the 
girl was kneeling on the ground before it, hold- 
ing in her hand the unexpected little stranger 
which had just emerged from its shell. 

"What's the matter?" inquired the Colonel's 
wife, hearing the voices and coming out into 
the garden. 

" Fm very sorry," repeated Mary, *' it must 
have been my fault, ma'am. I set the turkey's 
eggs under the hen myself, but I was rather in 
a hurry, for if you remember, ma'am, there was 
company coming to dinner that night, and Fd 
promised to help Anna do the flowers. I must 
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have put a hen^s egg in amongst the others 
without noticing it." 

" Well, never mind," said the Colonel good- 
naturedly, "the others will be all right, no 
doubt. This looks a miserable weak little 
creature ; I should say it will probably die." 

" It's so small, that I don't think there will 
be much chance for it when the rest are 
hatched, sir," said the girl ; " may I take it into 
the kitchen and try to rear it myself?" 

"Certainly you can if you like," he answered, 
** perhaps you may succeed in keeping it alive.'^ 

After Mary had gone, taking away with her 
this queer nursling wrapped up in her apron, 
her master and mistress looked at each other 
and smiled. When the Colonel had announced 
his intention of rearing turkeys, rightly con- 
cluding that they ought to thrive well in the 
genial climate of Gibraltar, his wife's maid had 
come forward as an avowed authority on the 
management of poultry, and had offered to 
take them under her own special charge. This 
first result of her endeavours had at least the 
merit of being unforeseen, and in these days 
a sensation, even in a small way, is always 
welcome. 
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" I hope you didn't laugh at her or scold 
her," said Mary's mistress. 

" Oh, dear no, I never said a word," answered 
her husband. ** I knew how frightfully she will 
be chaffed among the other servants, when they 
find out that the first of these much-talked-of 
turkeys is only a common barn-door fowl." 

The ridicule which the Colonel had foretold 
was duly poured forth upon Mary's head, its 
quality being more or less scathing and its 
quantity apparently inexhaustible. The joke 
about the turkey which turned out to be a 
chicken, was considered quite first-class in the 
select circle over which the stout Spanish cook 
presided, and Mary knew that the day was far 
distant when she might flatter herself that she 
had heard the last of it. But she was too kind- 
hearted to relax on that account the perform- 
ance of her self-imposed duties as foster-mother, 
and in course of time, her tiny prot6ge justified 
the care which she had bestowed upon him. 
In defiance of probabilities, he lived and 
flourished, developing a crop of beautiful black 
feathers, and growing so tame that he presently 
became quite a feature in the establishment. 
He was always diminutive, but lively and 
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impertinent enough for a chicken twice his size, 
and he received as a right the privileges which 
were gradually accorded to him. He was 
known in the household as "The Little Mis- 
take.'' 

But if he was made much of indoors and took 
an uhdue advantage of it, his society was not 
at all appreciated outside in the poultry yard. 
With an obtuseness which was surely assumed, 
he declined to perceive that the turkeys— 
successfully hatched at last and now growing 
strong and handsome — would have nothing to 
say to him when he forced himself upon them 
uninvited, as he constantly chose to do. Either 
they ignored him altogether, or if he worried 
them past endurance they promptly hunted 
him away, while the old hen who had hatched 
him, was always ready to fly at him and peck 
him unmercifully. Yet this coterie from which 
he was excluded had apparently a powerful 
fascination for him, and again and again .he 
persistently returned there, regardless of the 
rebuffs which he had already received, and of 
those fresh ones which he must have known 
were awaiting him. It was a question whether 
he would ultimately succeed in obtaining a 
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footing in the company which did not want 
him. When the same game is played amongst 
human beings, the intruder, if endowed with 
plenty of impudence, and willing to bide his 
time, is pretty sure to be successful in the long 
run, particularly when backed up by a good 
balance at his bankers. The Little Mistake 
had any amount of audacity, but it was doubt- 
ful whether that alone would be sufficient to 
effect his purpose. 

"You stupid little thing, why will you keep 
going where you're not wanted ? " Mary would 
often say, as her chicken, with ruffled feathers 
and dejected mien, returned from one or other 
of his excursions to the poultry yard. " Can't 
you be contented with all the fuss that's made 
over you indoors ? " 

The Little Mistake had his likings and his 
antipathies, and one of his leading characteristics 
was his devotion to Mary's mistress. In her 
society he seemed to find consolation for the 
unkindness of the turkeys, and he favoured her 
with his company in a manner that was dis- 
tinctly comic, though highly complimentary. 
When Mary brought in her early cup of tea in 
the mornings, the Little Mistake was found 
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Sitting upon the tea-tray. At dinner he was 
apt to create a diversion by suddenly hopping 
up on to the table at unexpected moments ; and 
in the afternoons, when callers were fortunate 
enough to find the lady of the house at home, 
this eccentric bird was frequently seen perched 
upon her dainty satin slipper or resting his 
shining black wings against the gold of her 
pretty hair. 

" Do tell me/' said a cheeky young subaltern 
once, " are the days of witchcraft revived, and is 
this one of your familiar spirits ? " 

" Or is this a second edition, with variations, 
of Edgar Allan Poe's raven ? " inquired another 
frivolous person. 

*' If he is a familiar spirit he is at any rate a 
harmless one/' she answered, *' and pleasanter 
than those dreadful black cats with glaring eyes 
whom the old witches seemed unable to do 
without. But I assure you he has no connection 
with that dismal, croaking raven, or I wouldn't 
allow him to remain in the house. He has 
always the best of good spirits, and I believe he 
brings me luck." 

So for a while the fortunes of the Little 
Mistake grew and expanded, until at length he 
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became so puffed up with conceit as to believe 
that all those whom he approached were 
honoured by his presence. As for the turkeys, 
he thought, who were they to presume to give 
themselves airs before one who was the cherished 
inmate of a house which they were not even 
permitted to come near ? 

" I am welcomed in the drawing-room when 
the visitors are there," he said to them. " I sit 
and watch while the tea is poured out and the 
cakes are handed round. It is one of my many 
privileges to help wake up my lady in the 
mornings beneath the shadow of her white 
mosquito curtains. I know and am familiar 
with many things of which you all are entirely 
ignorant. As for you, if you dared even to 
enter by the back door when it stands open, 
you would be driven outside with contempt." 

But the turkeys did not trouble to reply to 
such folly. 

" Go your own way, and leave us to go ours," 
was all they said, and then they chased him 
away with more energy than usual. 

Alas ! for the foolishness that wilfully refuses 
to understand, and for the "vaulting ambition " 
which be it early or late, is so sure to o'erleap 
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Itself in the end ! One mournful afternoon, 
when the Colonel and his wife returned home 
from a ride, they found Mary with her eyes full 
of tears, and the dead body of the Little Mistake 
in her hand. 

" Oh, ma'am," she said, ** I felt sure it would 
come to this at last. He would go and drink 
out of the pan which holds the water for the 
turkeys, though his own saucer always stands in 
the dining-room. Now he has fallen in and is 
drowned." 

** Oh, poor little fellow, is he really dead ? 
are you quite sure ? " exclaimed her mistress, 
softly stroking the damp and draggled feathers 
that once had been so sleek. 

" IVe been trying to revive him before the 
kitchen fire," answered Mary sadly, **but there's 
nothing to be done for him ; he is quite dead." 

** How dreadfully we shall miss him 1 We 
had all grown so fond of him," said the Coloners 
wife regretfully. 

** It has been a pleasant little episode, and 
the conclusion is not without a moral," observed 
the Colonel. " It's the old story of the earthen- 
ware jar trying to sail down stream in company 
with the iron pot." 
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** Ah," she answered, " that has brought 
wiser folks to ruin than my poor black chicken." 

The " Little Mistake " was buried in the 
garden beneath an orange tree, and the lady 
whose pet he had been planted an arum lily 
above his grave. She was very sorry, and she 
knew that for a time his accustomed haunts 
would seem strange and solitary without him. 

" But it was entirely his own fault," she said, 
as she went indoors, and then some words from 
an old French fable came back to her mind as 
peculiarly appropriate — 

" C'est qu'on veut sortir de sa sphere, 
C*est que — c'est que— je ne finirai pas." 



MACROONEY^S SHEEP DIP. 

Letter No. I. 

From Mrs. Thomas Hilyer^ Ashhng-cum-Fens ^ 
to Miss EskdalCy Gibraltar. 

December 17 thy 189—. 

Dearest Mousie, — I received your letter 
two days ago, and should have answered it at 
once, but my cough has been so troublesome 
during the last fortnight that really I have had 
no energy left, even for letter writing. How 
very kind of Jeannie Joliffe and her husband 
to offer to keep you with them until the end of 
February! I often reproach myself for having 
laughed at Jeannie in former days as the 
stupidest and most uninteresting of all your 
schoolfellows. I little thought then that we 
were destined to be indebted to her for so much 
kindness to you. Of course we can all quite 
understand that she cannot keep you with her 
indefinitely, and that other visitors must have 
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their turn. She has given you a charming 
winter in a deh'ghtful ch'mate, and when we 
remember how ill you still were when you went 
to Gib, I'm sure you feel that you can't be too 
grateful. The life you describe sounds delicious 
in every way, and there are times when I would 
give anything for a glimpse of that sunshiny 
sea and a whiff of your heliotrope and roses. 
The Lincolnshire fogs have grown denser than 
ever, if possible, and the consequent increase 
of ague in the village has kept Tom at work 
early and late. The patients are not paying 
ones, however, and how we are to face the 
coming Christmas with all the bills that are still 
unpaid, is a harder problem than I can attempt 
to solve. 

But here I am writing about ourselves and our 
worries when all the time I intended to write 
only about you. I do indeed most earnestly 
trust that you will come home strong enough to 
continue your hospital nursing. But I must 
confess I have serious doubts about it, after that 
terrible breakdown in your health last autumn, 
and, as you know, I never considered that you 
have either the nerves or the constitution to fit 
you for such work as that. You can try it again. 
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and I suppose you must, but Tom agrees with 
me that if in six months' time you break down 
a second time, you will then be compelled to 
give it up altogether. It seems very hard that 
you, who were always so small and delicate, 
should be obliged to go on with this work for 
which you are physically unfit ; but since, alas ! 
there is no money forthcoming, what other 
course is open to you? You know you are 
always welcome here, but the little we have to 
offer becomes less and less, and there is no doubt 
that every year wfe grow sensibly poorer. 

I am sorry to hear that you are so badly off" 
for gowns ; it is only natural that while you are 
going into society with Jeannie she should 
expect to see you suitably dressed. When I 
got your letter I. went upstairs and looked at 
poor mother's diamond star, but I felt that it 
would be wicked to part with it for the sake of 
clothes, and we must keep it until one or other 
of us is actually in want of food. I send you 
my blue silk dinner dress: you will remember 
that it was made for our cousin Amelia in Paris,, 
and she gave it to me because it was too tight 
in the waist for her. There is but little occasion 
for an evening gown in Ashling, and it is far 

O 
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better for you to wear it out than for it to lie 
packed away in my cupboard. Perhaps you 
will be able to get it altered to the present 
fashion ; it is a good silk, and a lovely shade of 
blue. 

I have been interrupted, my dear, by the 
arrival of the postman, and now I sit down 
again to finish my letter. The most extra- 
ordinary thing has happened, and it actually 
seems as if 'Our persistent bad luck might 
possibly be going to turn round at last. You, 
at any rate, are going to have* such a chance as 
you have never had since the family fortunes 
were scattered by the breaking of those Aus- 
tralian banks. 

Prepare now for my wonderful piece of news. 
I have actually had a letter from Aunt Susannah ! 
She, who has ignored my very existence for six 
long years — ever since I disgraced myself, as she 
called it, by my shocking mesalliance in marrying 
a country doctor — she has condescended to 
remember my wretched being and to write to 
me for the purpose of making inquiries about 
you. She tells me that she is starting on a 
yachting trip on board of one of those steamers 
which take pleasure parties for a few weeks' 
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cruise. She intends to visit Gibraltar, Tangier, 
Casablanca, Madeira, and other delightful places 
whose very names conjure up visions of perpetual 
summer. She has heard in some roundabout 
way that you are staying at Gib, and as she 
has pleasant recollections of you when a little 
girl, she would like to see you again. She 
requests me to let you know this, and to ask 
you to look out for the arrival of her boat. It 
is called the Marianne, and is due at Gibraltar 
on Christmas Eve. 

Now, my dearest Mousie, I need not impress 
upon you the importance of renewing, if pos- 
sible, Aunt Susannah's former favourable 
opinion of you. If, to put it plainly, you can 
manage to get the right side of that old lady, we 
needn't trouble ourselves as to your loaves and 
fishes in days to come. With the thousands 
and thousands which she has lying idle she 
could, if she chose, provide for you generously, 
without denying herself a single pleasure. For 
goodness' sake, don't let this opportunity slip, 
but give up, if necessary, all your engagements 
in order to show her every possible attention. 
Pray explain the importance of it to Jeannie, 
and I know she will do what she can to help 
O 2 
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you. I shall be most anxious to hear from 
you, and devoutly trust that Aunt Susannah is 
destined to be the deus ex machind who is to 
arrange all your difficulties in the handsomest 
manner, like the fairy godmother in a nursery 
tale. 

With best love, in which Tom and the babies 
join, 

Your loving sister, 

Nell. 

Letter No. II. 
From Miss Eskdale to Mrs. Hilyer, 

Christmas Day. 

Dearest Nelly, — Very best thanks for your 
kind letter, and for sending me the blue silk 
gown. It hasn't arrived yet, but I will let you 
know directly I receive it You are most 
awfully good to give it me, and it will be so very 
useful and acceptable ; at the same time, I can*t 
bear to think that I am depriving you of your 
last remaining bit of finery. 

You can imagine how astonished I was to 
hear about Aunt Susannah ; at first I could 
scarcely believe it. But her visit to Gib is 
a reality, and no mistake, for she arrived here 
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yesterday morning. We were just going to sit 
down to lunch, when somebody, with whom 
Captain Joh'ffe had made arrangements, tele- 
phoned up to him, saying that the Marianne 
was coming into the harbour. So we abandoned 
our luncheon immediately in the most heroic 
manner, and rushed down to the Ragged Staff 
to get a boat in which to go out and meet her. 
It was blowing a regular gale, and the blue and 
white flag had been hoisted at the Waterport, 
which means that on account of the weather the 
boatmen are entitled to charge double prices. 
The Marianne had anchored a good long way 
out, and our boat seemed so rickety that I began 
to think we should certainly be swamped. You 
know what a bad sailor I am, and I could feel 
that I was growing greener and greener every 
minute. As for Jeannie, who is if anything 
worse than myself, she quickly became the 
colour of ashes, what with the expectation of 
being drowned and the certainty of being ill. 
The steamer was rolling so much, that when 
at last we came alongside we had a terrible 
scramble to get on board. However, we 
eventually found ourselves safely standing on 
deck, and someone belonging to the ship went 
off to announce our arrival to Aunt Susannah. 
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It carried me back years when she came up to 
receive us, for she is exactly the same as I remem^ 
ber her when I was a child, before she thought 
fit to quarrel with our branch of the family. 
Her little, black, beady eyes are as bright, 
and her cheeks are as much like a Devonshire 
apple as ever. She must be sixty-five at least 
by this time, yet she is still as active as a young 
woman, and I don't believe she has a grey hair 
in her head. She was wearing a rusty black 
gown, considerably past its best days, and a 
large, round, black mushroom hat with broad 
ribbons tied down over her ears. Altogether, 
as Captain Jolifife afterwards expressed it, she 
looked as hard as nails. 

" So you're my niece, are you ? " she said 
when we met. " Dear me, how you have 
altered ! I used to think you would grow up 
into a good-looking girl/* 

I acknowledged my identity, and introduced 
Jeannie and her husband. 

"You don't appear very fit to stand the 
knocking about of a soldier's life," she said to 
the former, who was certainly looking ghastly at 
the moment. " I suppose it's shockingly un- 
comfortable, isn't it ? " 



macrooney's sheep dip 199 

Jeannie assured her that there were worse 
experiences than soldiering at a pleasant station 
like Gib, and then politely asked her if she 
would like to come ashore. 

" Oh, yes ; Tm coming ashore," replied Aunt 
Susannah ; " the Marianne doesn't go on till 
the day after to-morrow, so I intend to spend 
my Christmas on terra firma.*\ 

*' Can I assist in getting your luggage trans* 
ferred to the boat ? " suggested Captain Joliffe. 

Aunt Susannah looked over the ship's side, 
and saw the little cockleshell of a thing that 
had brought us out. 

" You don't mean to say Tm expected to land 
in that f '' she exclaimed. " Why isn't there a 
proper tender or something to take passengers 
ashore ? " 

** It's a very bad arrangement, I must confess/' 
said Captain Joliffe ; "but every one is compelled 
to land in open boats.'^ 

" Bad ? it*s disgraceful, that's what it is," she 
said. "Why on earth don't you. have docks 
where vessels can come alongside, and land 
their passengers comfortably? You ought to 
be ashamed of yourselves; nasty selfish stinginess 
I call it, and nothing else ! Why, if you had a 
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pier or a dock, or whatever is necessary, you 
could blow it all up in five minutes in case of a 
siege." 

He assured her that he was not personally 
responsible for the arrangements connected 
with the harbour, but she looked as if she only 
half believed him. 

"Well, if I must, I must," she said at last, 
when she found that she could only choose 
between remaining where she was and going 
ashore in the boat. " Tell them to put my 
portmanteau in, and send up Baxter and 
Danny." 

In a minute or two a lean, gaunt-looking 
maid appeared, carrying in her arms a Skye 
terrier, with a silver collar round his neck. The 
maid was a miserable object, and looked as 
though she had suffered severely on the outward 
voyage, but the dog was just perfection, and 
nothing else. He had the softest, the longest, 
and the silkiest coat that I have ever beheld, and 
his dear little black nose was as cold as ice. He 
wriggled himself out of Baxter's grasp, and 
proceeded to jump round his mistress, barking 
wildly, and energetically wagging h;s tail. Then 
he condescended to jump round me a little also. 
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by way of introducing himself, and when he 
ended by h'cking my hand, I caught the first 
glance of approval which my aunt had yet 
bestowed on me. 

We got down somehow into the boat, and 
Danny the beautiful curled himself up on my 
knee. Poor Baxter was evidently, like Jeannie, 
counting the moments till she reached dry land, 
and was too far gone even to reclaim her charge. 

Well, we landed at last, and at Aunt 
Susannah's request Jeannie and I accompanied 
her to a hotel, and waited to help her choose 
some rooms. As we departed, my hostess, who 
indeed is kindness itself, gave her a very pretty 
little invitation. 

" We are expecting some friends to dine with 
us to-night, as it's Christmas Eve/' she said, 
" and we should be so very pleased if you would 
come and join our party." 

" Certainly I will," answered the old lady ; " I 
shall be glad of the chance of seeing more of 
my niece. What time do you dine, and where 
do you live ? " 

Having satisfied her on these points, we bade 
her a temporary farewell, but oh ! my dear, 
Jeannie would never have asked her to dinner 
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if she had known what she was letting herself 
in for. 

The guests were assembled in the drawing- 
room when Aunt Susannah was announced, and 
as she walked in, garbed in another rusty black 
gown, only a silk one this time, she looked the 
quaintest little figure imaginable. She had 
adorned her head with a small black lace cap, 
perfectly flat and pinned on at the back in the 
style of those worn in the days of crinoline. 
From each side of this headgear hung down 
long strips of bright-green artificial grass, 
ornamented at intervals with white glass beads, 
supposed to resemble dew drops. I can quite 
believe that this would have been considered 
most " fetching ** in the early sixties, and I 
have seen representations of the kind of thing 
in Leach's drawings ; but at a modern dinner- 
party, where every one else was decidedly up to 
date, the effect was both surprising and comical. 
The adorable Danny followed close at her 
heels, looking perfectly unconscious of the fact 
that he certainly had no business to be there, 
and at his unexpected appearance I saw Jeannie 
shudder. For she keeps Persian kittens, to 
which she is quite devoted, and on their account 
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no dog, however estimable or attractive, is ever 
permitted to cross the threshold of her drawing- 
room. 

I must do Aunt Susannah the justice to say 
that she did make some sort of apology for 
Danny's unbidden presence. " The poor little 
soul ran after my cab/' she explained, " and I 
really hadn't the heart to send him back.'' 

Captain Joliffe assured her that he would be 
considiered a welcome addition to the party, 
while Jeannie rang the bell and gave orders 
that the Persian kittens were to be immediately 
locked up in her bedroom for safe keeping. 
After that we all went in to dinner. 

I was placed at a considerable distance from 
Aunt Susannah, but you know I have always 
had a knack of picking up scraps of other 
people's conversation, and now the temptation 
of trying to do so was irresistible. Presently I 
became aware that our relative was talking 
about me. She had Colonel Tomkyns on her 
right hand, and Captain Joliffe the other side 
of her, and she was speaking to the former. 
"Yes," she said, "that's my niece, that girl 
with the pink roses. They call her Mousie, but 
she was christened Sarah. I don't see any 
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advantage myself about a nickname that is 
suggestive of vermin ; however, no doubt it's a 
matter of taste. I suppose you know her ? " 

**0h, yes/* said Colonel Tomkyns, "I've 
had the pleasure of meeting her on several 
occasions.'* 

'' Well," she replied, " I'm not at all sure that 
I approve of girls gadding ' about in these 
garrison towns. They get too much fuss made 
over them, and become too lazy and pampered 
to employ themselves usefully in darning 
stockings or making pies and puddings. I 
daresay my niece is like all the rest of them, 
and flatters herself that she can count her 
admirers by the dozen." 

" Ah ! that I can't presume to say," said the 
Colonel ; " probably she has her fair share of 
them." 

" And are you by way of being reckoned 
amongst the number ? " inquired Aunt Su- 
sannah. 

My dear, those are the kind of things she 
says. Just fancy such a question being put to 
a man who has never said three words to me in 
his life, and whose eldest son is going up for 
Sandhurst ! 
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Luckily, he was equal to the occasion. I 
saw his eyes twinkle as he answered, " I ? 
Oh, I am the devoted admirer of all young 
ladies. Ask my wife, and she will tell you 
so," he added, indicating that lady who was 
seated opposite. 

Aunt Susannah stared fixedly across the 
table at Mrs. Tomkyns : she happens to be 
unfortunately plain, though she is very kind and 
pleasant 

" Oh, that's your wife, is it } " she said ; " well, 
now, I daresay she's a very sensible woman. 
Common sense before good looks is my motto 
any day of the week^ and Tm glad to see you 
agree with me." 

When I heard that I became so hot and 
uncomfortable that I very nearly got up and 
screamed. Captain Lloyd, a friend of the 
Joliffes, who had taken me in to dinner, observed 
my confusion, and being quite ignorant as to 
the cause, inquired whether I found the room 
too warm. It took me the whole remaining 
time to recover my composure, and when I had 
the courage to listen again, the dessert was on 
the table and Captain JoliflFe was standing up 
with a glass of wine in his hand. 
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" Ladies and gentlemen/' he said, *' I am 
going to propose a toast which for many years 
it has been my custom to drink at Christmas- 
time. I feel quite sure you will all be pleased 
to join in it, especially as the present season 
must naturally recall memories of * auld lang 
syne * to every one. Ladies and gentlemen — 
'Absent Friends!'" 

I thought of you, Nelly, and wished you could 
have been with us, but my souvenirs were soon 
brought to a hasty conclusion by our aunt. 
She drank her wine as the rest did, but she put 
down her glass with one of those terrible solilo- 
quies of hers, which used to be the horror of 
our childhood, and which are perfectly distinct 
and audible, though she won't believe it. 
" * Absent Friends,' indeed ! " she said ; " well, 
judging by his present ones, it's a mercy there 
aren'c more of them here ! " 

What would have happened next I shudder . 
to imagine, ii^ a sudden disturbance had not 
been created by the most appalling noise from 
upstairs. The largest of the Persian kittens, it 
appears, had somehow declined to be locked 
up, and being now on her way down to her 
own particular basket in the drawing-room, she 
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encountered Danny on the stairs, just as he was 
in the act of making a tour of exploration 
through the house. Mutual hostilities were 
immediately declared, and the result was a cat- 
hunt, *' replete," as the play-bills say, "with 
dramatic situations of thrilling and absorbing 
interest." We all rushed out of the dining-room 
to assist, Aunt Susannah being frantic to regain 
possession of her darling before he got scratched, 
and Jeannie being in momentary expectation 
that her kitten's life would be sacrificed. I 
think I had better draw a veil over the incidents 
of the next ten minutes ; you can possibly 
imagine what they were like, and how the 
masculine shouts, feminine shrieks, and canine 
yappings which accompanied them, made a 
babel of sounds that were noisy and distracting 
enough to call up the idea of Pandemonium 
let loose. Danny's misdeeds had the effect of 
taking the stiffness out of that party at any 
rate, and when at length peace was restored 
and the kitten was rescued not much the worse, 
we all trooped downstairs again, feeling like a 
number of children who had been playing a 
game of romps. 

Well, Nelly dear, to-day is Christmas Day, 
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and I am likely to remember it for some time 
to come. Early this morning I went to Church 
with Aunt Susannali, and after lunch, she and 
I, with Captain Joliffe and Captain Lloyd, set 
off to walk up the Rock to the Signal Station. 
Yesterday^s gale had gone down in that sudden 
way in which storms do disappear at Gib, and 
the weather was as hot as an average July day 
in England. Before I was half way up to the 
top of the Rock, I was only too thankful to sit 
down by the side of the pathway and gasp, but 
though I was completely tired out, that wiry 
old woman continued as fresh as paint, and 
Captain Joliffe, with perfect truth, told Jeannie 
afterwards that " she never turned a hair from 
start to finish." Surely the last generation 
must have far better constitutions than the 
present one ; otherwise, why are you and I such 
miserable wrecks and fit for nothing, while our 
aunt is impervious to fatigue, and delights in 
exertions that knock us up completely ? We 
saw all the monkeys, the only wild ones in 
Europe, I am told. Some of them were as big 
as Newfoundland dogs, and others were quite 
tiny little things, clinging round their mothers' 
necks just like babies. Of course, Danny was 
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with us, and equally of course he hunted the 
monkeys and did everything else that he ought 
not to have done. He risked his precious neck 
again and again by leaning over the most 
perilous precipices, and he disappeared into 
holes between rocks from which we never 
thought it possible that he could emerge. 
Up at the Signal Station, when we arrived there 
at last, the view was magnificent, and a cup of 
tea proved very acceptable. We got down 
again somehow^ laden with great branches of 
coronella and handfuls of other flowers, and I 
have brought back an ache in all my bones to 
remind me of the privilege of taking a long, hot 
walk with Aunt Susannah. I have been sitting 
up writing this yarn to you because I know you 
will want to know all about everything, but now 
I am so tired that I can't keep awake any 
longer. Good-night, Nelly, dear. I hope the 
coming New Year has good luck in store for 
us ; Fm sure we want it badly after the many 
worries of the old one. 

Your loving sister, 

MOUSIE. 
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Letter No. III. 
From Miss Eskdale to Mrs. Hilyer, 

Dec, 2Ctk. 

Dearest Nelly,— Aunt Susannah went off 
on the 26th, but before she left I had to go to 
the hotel to wish her good-bye. I found her in 
an unusually amiable frame of mind. 

" My dear," she said — (fancy her calling me 
" my dear ! ") — ** it has been a real pleasure to 
me to see you again. You remind me a little 
of your mother, and I was very fond of her. I 
should wish to know what you intend to do 
when you leave Gibraltar.'* 

*' I am going back to the hospital," I said ; 
" I was being trained for a hospital nurse, you 
know, when I became ill and had to give it up 
for a time. My sister has asked me to stay 
with her if I donH feel strong enough to begin 
work again at once. But I don't want to be a 
burden to her ; she and her husband are so very 
poor." 

'^ Your sister has to thank her own idiocy for 
that," she returned sharply. "She chose to 
throw herself away on a village doctor, and now 
she must take the consequences of her folly. 
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At the same time you are quite right in wishing 
not to add to her troubles. How would you 
like to come and live with me, I wonder?'* 

I knew in my heart that I should not like it 
at all, but I also knew that beggars can't be 
choosers, and that she was offering me in reality 
a far more promising prospect, than anything I 
could hope to attain by hospital work. 

So I thanked her for her kindness as 
gratefully as I could, and tried to feel really 
thankful for her good-will towards me. 

" I don't say it can be arranged, but it's just 
possible that it might be," she went on. " I 
never decide questions of importance in a 
hurry, and Til take the next three weeks to 
think it over. I shall be back at Gibraltar at 
the end of that time, for I intend to leave 
the Marianne at Madeira, and to return to 
England from here through Spain. Mean- 
while, you shall do something for me during 
my absence, and when I get back here I'll 
make up my mind what I will do for you 
in return." 

" I shall be very glad if I can do anything 
to please you,*' I said, wondering what she 
could possibly mean. 

P 2 
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" Look here ! " she said, " the captain of the 
Marianne is a heartless wretch, and as soon 
as I go home again I shall make a point of 
reporting him to his employers. He has 
actually had the impertinence to object to 
Danny ; he said that no dogs were allowed 
on board during this trip, and if he'd known 
before we started that Danny was concealed 
in a hamper in my cabin, he would have had 
him put ashore. Altogether, he made himself 
most objectionable and insolent ; Pm sure I 
don't wonder that Danny always growled at 
him, and tried to bite his legs. Of course, I 
can't expose the poor thing to a renewal of 
the captain's ill-temper; perhaps he might end 
by kicking him or having him whipped. I 
once thought of leaving Baxter here with him, 
but she is useful to me, and I can't very well 
spare her. Fortunately, Danny seems to have 
taken a fancy to you, and now I want to 
Know if you will take charge of him until 
I return to Gibraltar } " 

I thought of Jeannie and the Persian kittens, 
but it would have been a fatal mistake to 
hesitate. If I ^had 'shown any reluctance to 
agree to her wishes, I should have • deeply 
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offended her just at the moment when she 
was inclined to think well of me. I felt that 
Jeannie, who is so goodrnatured, would surely 
forgive me for presuming on her friendship, 
and would never wish her own prejudices to 
stand in the way of my advantage. 

Danny, who was lying on a cushion at his 
mistress's feet, looked up with a wistful ex- 
pression in his beautiful eyes, and wagged his 
tail in the most confiding manner. 

" Of course I will keep him for you, Aunt 
Susannah/' I said, *^ and I will do my very best 
to take the greatest care of him/' 

She looked decidedly pleased. 

" Well, my dear/' she said, " I felt sure you 
would do so, and I'm very much obliged. Here 
are his brush and comb, and you mustn't 
forget that his coat is to be thoroughly 
brushed out twice a day — morning and evenings 
This is the scarlet cushion on which he always, 
sleeps, and of course you'll have him in your 
room at night. You can give him plenty of 
milk, and he's very fond of oat-meal, but don't 
let him have much meat, for he's better 
without it." 

I received these instructions with great 
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attention, and promised that they should be 
carefully fulfilled. My aunt then lifted him 
up and put him into niy arms. 

" Do all you can to make him happy," she 
said, kissing his little black nose, and his long 
silky ears ; " and please remember that he's 
the only thing Tm really fond of in the world. 
And, oh ! take him away at once, my dear," 
she continued hurriedly, " for if I stop to think 
about it, I know I sha'n't be able to part with 
him at all." 

Well, I have now had dear Danny under 
my charge for three days, and if the present 
is a criterion of the future, I don't pretend to 
guess how I am to get through three weeks 
of it. His appearance is angelic, but many 
of his personal characteristics are decidedly 
Satanic. To begin with, he has already 
thought fit to run away twice, and after leaving 
me for hours in a" state of frantic alarm, he 
has each time been rescued at enormous ex- 
pense by Captain Joliffe from the hands of 
dog-stealers in the lowest parts of the town. 
Then he persists in going round " scousing " 
to all the neighbouring pig-tubs ; he declines 
the wholesome food which is prepared for him, 
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in favour of. the decayed bones, ancient 
fish heads, and other abominations which he 
picks up amidst different collections of refuse. 
These he consumes in large quantities, and 
they invariably disagree with him at incon- 
veftient moments. He has already fought two 
fox terriers, an enraged poodle, and a collie, 
and though I am happy to say he has not 
been seriously damaged in these encounters, 
he certainly will sooner or later come to grief, 
if he continues such evil ways. He strongly 
disapproves of any strangers approaching the 
house, and rushes out barking ferociously 
at all comers, and biting those whom he thinks 
specially obnoxious. He has killed three cats 
belonging to the neighbours on either side, 
and I have had to humble myself in the dust 
in consequence, trying vainly to appease the 
infuriated owners by abject apologies. As for 
the Persian kittens, they have happily been 
sent into temporary banishment at the house 
of one of Jeannie's friends, for Jeannie declared 
that though she would do everything in her 
power to further my interests with Aunt 
Susannah, friendship has its limits after all, 
and another cat-hunt in her own abode would 



2l6 TALES OF THE ROCK 

be more than she could endure. I must say 
she has been wonderfully good about Danny, 
and so has Captain JoHffe. We all know, 
however, that the meekest of worms will turn 
if sufficiently provoked, and I could not be 
surprised that the master of the house asserted 
his authority this afternoon. He declared 
positively that Danny must sleep in the 
stables henceforth, for the unceasing howling 
which he has kept up every night in my 
room has deprived the whole household of 
necessary rest. I am quite worn out for want 
of sleep, while Jeannie has dark rings under 
her eyes, and goes about with a pathetic 
expression of silent martyrdom. 

I don't think Aunt Susannah would approve 
of her darling passing his nights away from 
my personal observation, but she isn't here to 
know it, and nobody will tell her. I felt quite 
relieved when Captain JoHffe gave the order, 
and I know the groom will take every care of 
Danny. When you have finished reading this 
account of my new responsibilities, I am sure 
you'll agree that if our dear aunt gives me 
a present when she comes back, I shall at 
least have earned it fairlv. 
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With best love to you and a kiss to the 
children, your loving sister, 

MOUSIE. 

p.S. — Danny has just walked into the 
drawing-room with a dead rat in his mouth, 
which he has solemnly deposited. as an offering 
at the feet of one of Jeannie*s stiffest and most 
exalted visitors. 

Letter No. IV. 
From Miss Eskdale to Mrs. Hilyer. 

January 19/A. 
Dearest Nelly,— We are the most unfor- 
tunate and unlucky family that ever existed. 
What have we done, that an unkind fate 
should decree that first you and then I, through 
no fault of our own, must be driven to quarrel 
with our only rich relation ? Certainly Aunt 
Susannah will never speak to me again, and 
the cause of the trouble is that wretched dog, 
whom I can't help loving in spite of every- 
thing, but whom I heartily wish I had never 
beheld. I had been building such castles 
in the air about the delightful things Aunt 
Susannah was to do for us, and I had planned 
how I meant to bring her round to be good 
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friends with you again. Now these pleasant 
visions are scattered to the winds, and all the 
crying in the world won't set things straight. 
This is what has happened. 

You will remember some time ago I told 
you that Captain Joliffe insisted on Danny's 
sleeping in the stables. This was very natural^ 
and a great relief to me^ but though it enabled 
us all to have peace by night, poor Danny 
became troubled with a great many fleas. 
Of course, in this climate it is almost im- 
possible to prevent such a misfortune; the 
moss litter in the stables is always swarming 
with insects, and any dog that goes near it 
is bound to get some of them. I have been 
most persevering in washing, brushing, and 
combing Danny, and I have really done every- 
thing I possibly could think of in the hope 
of getting rid of them. But yesterday 
morning, while I was brushing him as usual 
in the verandah, I found I had not been 
altogether successful,' and of course I wished 
him to be at his best to-day, because I knew 
that aunt's steamer was expected here some 
time during the afternoon, and I wanted her 
to find him looking lovely. 
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While I was considering how best to attain 
this object. Captain Joliffe and Captain Lloyd, 
who are more or less inseparable, came in 
together. 

" Do just come and look at Danny's coat," 
I said to the former; '*this state of things 
isn't satisfactory, and Aunt Susannah won't 
be pleased. What ought I to do ? " 

"What's the matter? Fleas?" inquired 
Captain Lloyd. " You ought to wash him 
with MacRooney's Sheep Dip. It's the finest 
thing in the world ; it kills all insects imme- 
diately, and gives the dogs' coats such a gloss 
that they positively shine. In a climate like 
this no one who keeps dogs ought to be 
without it." 

"Thank you very much for telling me,'' 
I said ; " where is it to be got ? " 

Captain Lloyd gave me the address of a 
chemist in the town. " I think you'll find 
that he has just one tin left," he said ; " I know 
he sent five or six out to the Kennels for 
the Calpe hounds. I should advise you to go 
and see about it without loss of time, other- 
wise you may find that he has sold it to 
somebody else." 



220 TALES OF THE ROCK 

Immediately after lunch I sallied out to buy 
the sheep dip. It was a very large tin, and 
it cost me a dollar and a half. I reflected, 
however, that Aunt Susannah would surely 
be willing to repay me for so excellent an 
article, and that probably she would be glad 
to take away with her whatever quantity 
remained unused. During the evening I 
spent some time studying the instructions 
which were enclosed in the tin, and which on 
the whole, were not quite as clear as I could 
have wished. 

•'As far as I can make out, the proper 
quantity is a quarter of a pound of the powder 
added to a gallon of water," I said to Jeannie, 
who was writing letters. " I suppose that will 
be all right/' 

" Oh, of course ! '* she answered, " only if I 
were you I wouldn't be too economical over 
it. If it's to make him look so beautiful, it's 
worth while using a little extra powder." 

*' Then suppose we say half a pound of 
the stuff and two gallons of water," I 
suggested. 

" I should think that would be just the 
thing/' replied Jeannie. 
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I waited until this morning, because I didn't 
want Danny to have a chance of getting dirty 
again after his tub. Directly after breakfast 
I handed him over to the groom, also the 
tin of sheep dip, thinking that the washing 
and drying process would be more effectually 
carried out in the stables than in my own 
room. 4 

Half an hour later, Jeannie and I, as we 
sat in the drawing-room, were aware of sounds 
of stifled laughter from without ; presently the 
Spanish parlour-maid appeared, and announced 
that the groom was waiting at the back door, 
and wanted to speak to me. I ran out at 
once, and there I found the man holding the 
unfortunate Danny in his arms, and vainly 
trying to subdue his own inclination to laugh. 
You never saw such a deplorable object as 
the poor dog looked. From nose to tail he 
was caked all over with a thick coating of 
what seemed like hard brown clay ; in fact, 
• except for the colour, he looked exactly as 
if he had been encased in plaster of Paris. 
His mournful expression and extraordinary 
appearance presented an odd combination of 
grotesqueness and utter dejection. 



22 2 TALES OF THE ROCK 

"Fm afraid weVe used too much of that stuff, 
miss/' said the man, while thfe grin on his face 
grew broader and broader; "I put in exactly 
the quantity you told me, and now it won't wash 
off/' 

" Good Heavens ! you don^t mean to say he'll 
have to remain like that ? " I cried. 

*' I don't think J can get him to look any 
better," he answered; "weVe all had a try at 
him, but it doesn't seem much good." 

"Jeannie! Jeannie! do come here," I called 
out ; '^ the most awful misfortune has happened 
to Danny ! " 

Jeannie came running, and her face of horror 
when she understood the extent of the calamity 
proved that she, as well as I, was thinking 
of Aunt Susannah. 

" Quick, bring him into my room, and he shall 
go into my own tub. You and I will wash him 
ourselves, Mousie, and we must just do the best 
we can," she exclaimed. 

So saying, she despatched the parlour-maid 
to the kitchen for unlimited supplies of hot 
water, and in another two minutes she and I 
had rolled up our sleeves and were down on our 
knees, one on each side of the bath, soaping and 
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soaking poor DsCnny with frantic energy. We 
used up all the Pears* soap which the house 
contained, and Jeannie even produced two 
cherished cakes of Vinolia, value half-a-crown a 
piece. We were quite reckless, and felt that we 
cared for nothing, if only Danny could be made 
to look right before Aunt Susannah arrived. 

At the end of an hour and a half we were 
obliged to confess that our endeavours had been 
useless : indeed, I am not sure that the second 
state of the unlucky animal was not worse than 
the firs!:. Matted locks of hair, perfectly solid 
and stiff, stuck out sftraight all over his body, 
in a manner more suggestive of a demented 
porcupine than anything else. Alas ! for that 
flowing silky hair, which had been the delight of 
my poor aunt*s heart! Nothing was left but 
these terrible sticky spikes, reeking of tar and 
glued together in masses by the action of that 
detestable sheep dip. 

In the middle of our labours a cab was heard 
pulling up at the front door, and immediately 
afterwards there was a violent ring at the bell. 
Jeannie ran to the window and looked out 
hastily, but what she saw there caused her to 
throw up her hands in horror. 
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" My dear, it's your aunt," she said. " Her 
boat must have arrived at least four hours before 
it was expected. What on earth shall we 
do?" 

" Take me away — let me go and hide some- 
where ! " I cried. " I cannot see her, I can't, I 
won^t!'' 

While we were still standing helplessly looking 
to each other for ideas which did not come, 
Danny, hearing his mistress's well-known voice 
outside, made one sudden and flying leap from 
the bath to the window-sill. Before we could 
either of us catch him, he had sprung out 
through the open window into the garden, and 
was careering wildly round Aunt Susannah in 
innumerable circles, barking a joyous welcome 
with all the force of his lungs. 

" Now it's all over,^' said Jeannie, solemnly ; 
" she knows the worst. We had better go out 
to her and face it together." 

Mechanically, like a person experiencing a 
horrible dream, I followed Jeannie into the 
garden. Aunt Susannah was staring through her 
spectacles and pointing with an umbrella. 

"What — what is this object?" she asked. 
Then, as a horrid conviction of the truth forced 
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itself upon her, "Merciful goodness!'^ she 
exclaimed, " I do believe it's Danny !" 

Jeannie came forward, her face very red and 
her sleeves still turned up. She tried to offer 
some explanation, but my aunt would listen to 
nothing. In all my life I have never seen a 
woman so angry, and she turned upon me in a 
perfect fury. 

" There's nothing in the world I have such a 
horror of, as cruelty to dumb animals,'* she 
said. "Your sister was a fool, but you must be 
a brute. I trusted you with my dear little dog, 
and this is the way you have treated him. You 
may well cry, and I should hope you'd have the 
grace to feel ashamed of yourself. Tm very 
sorry I came to Gibraltar at all, and I sincerely 
trust I shall never see you again.'' 

Before I could find a word to say in answer, 
she turned her back on us and picked up Danny, 
all dripping as he was. Then she got into her 
cab again and had herself driven away without 
vouchsafing even a parting bow to Jeannie. 

You can understand that, after this dreadful 
upheaval of all my hopes, I have not felt inclined 
to go out anywhere to-day. I spent the greater 
part of the afternoon sitting alone in the drawing- 

Q 
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room, crying. Jeannie has been most kind, as 
always. Her husband is over in Spain till 
to-morrow ; if he had been here, I am sure he 
would have sympathized also. About tea-time 
to-day Captain Lloyd looked in. I would have 
got out of his way if I could, but as I was caught 
without the possibility of retreat, I told him what 
had happened, and added a few home truths 
with considerable indignation. 

" It is entirely your fault from beginning to 
end,'' I said. "What was your object in 
recommending such abominable stuff? You 
can have no idea of the mischief you've 
done." 

" But I don't understand," he said, vaguely. 
" The sheep dip is excellent, it is indeed. How 
much did you put in the water ? " 

*' Half a pound," I replied, "and there were 
fully two gallons of water — hot." 

Captain Lloyd leant^ back in his chair and 
laughed till the tears ran down his face. 

" My dear young lady/' he said, " you must 
have entirely misread the directions. Half a 
pound is the quantity required for dipping a large 
flock of sheep. No wonder it proved disastrous 
to one small Skye terrier. I'd have given any- 
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thing to see the animal when he came out of his 
tub/' 

" You wouldn't have forgotten it in a hurry, 
and I certainly shall have good reason to 
remember it/' I answered. " My aunt will never 
forgive me for this, and she might have done so 
much if she had been pleased about Danny." 

" Fm awfully sorry," he said; " I am really." 

" So am I,'* I replied with sincerity. 

" Well/' he suggested, " as I seem to be the 
innocent cause of the misfortune, I think I'd 
better go round to the hotel and try to set 
matters right. I dare say Mrs. Joliffe will come 
with me, and between us very likely we^ll 
manage to get the old lady to relent. I'll tell 
her that I alone am deserving of the blame." 

" You can try if you like," I said ; " but I 
think you will going on a wild goose chase,*' 

The upshot of it is that he and Jeannie have 
gone off to see Aunt Susannah together, but 
judging from her state of mind when she left 
this house, I think they might as well have 
spared themselves the trouble. 

Good-bye, Nelly. Much love from your 
miserable sister 

MOUSIE. 
Q 2 
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Letter No. V. 

From Mrs. Hilyer^ Ashling-cum-Fens^ to Miss 
Eskdale. 

February \bth. 
Dearest Mousie, — I am sure that the en- 
closed letter will rejoice your heart and will prove 
to you that every cloud has its silver lining. Aunt 
Susannah^s quarrel with you has led to some- 
thing very much like a reconciliation with me. 
As she seems to allude more in sorrow than in 
anger to that unfortunate episode concerning 
her dog, I don't doubt that in the course of a 
short time the olive branch will be extended to 
you also. Meanwhile, we are actually all going 
to Hillington, and you can imagine how busy I 
am darning stockings and mending rags. I 
need not assure you that I shall do everything 
I can to put things straight between you and 
Aunt Susannah. She is evidently inclined to be 
generous in spite of her grievance, and sooner 
or later she will surely consent to forgive and 
forget. 

In great haste, your loving 

Nell. 
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Letter No. VI. 

Enclosure. From Miss Susannah Eskdale, 

Hillington LeeSy to Mrs Hilyer^ 

A skling-cum-Fens, 

Dear Helen, — I saw your sister when I was 
at Gibraltar and you have probably already 
heard from her that I was exceedingly angry 
with her about her treatment of my dear little 
Skye terrier. At first I believed that she had 
acted with wilful maliciousness, but I afterwards 
received a visit from her friend Mrs. Joliffe, 
accompanied by some conceited young man, and 
they explained to me between them that my 
dear dog's misfortune was the result of accident. 
I have been obliged to have him shaved like a 
poodle, and his painful appearance is a constant 
reminder of Sarah's incredible folly. 

You will understand that at present it would 
be distressing to me to meet her again, but I do 
not wish to allow my natural feelings to interfere 
with my sense of justice. I was struck at 
Gibraltar by your sister's fragile appearance ; 
she looks most unfit to make her own way in 
the world, and I should be sorry to feel that any 
near relative of mine was either in actual want 
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or dependent on the kindness of strangers. 
I therefore write to inform you that I am willing 
to make Sarah an annual allowance, payable 
quarterly through you, and I shall be obliged if 
you will at once come to Hillington in order that 
I may arrange details. On her return from 
Gibraltar your sister can be placed under any 
suitable chaperonage that may be mutually 
agreeable, unless you should prefer to receive 
her in your own house. 

Pray tell your husband that I hope he will 
accompany you here. I am aware that at the 
time of your marriage my opinions about him 
were strongly expressed, but should he feel any 
bitterness on this account, please assure him 
that as I have never seen him and know nothing 
to his discredit, I am willing to acknowledge 
that I may perhaps have spoken too hastily. 
Be sure you bring your two little girls. I have 
a weakness for all small children, and shall be 
interested in making acquaintance with my 
grandnieces. May I venture to hope that they 
will grow up with more practical good sense 
than either their mother or their aunt ? 
Yours affectionately, 

Susannah Eskdale. 



A BORN DETECTIVE. 

" A VERY pretty sight," said Mr. Hodges, the 
senior partner in the well-known banking firm 
of Hodges, Garnham and Co. " A very pretty 
sight, and an extremely pleasant party. But 
then, your brother's entertainments are always 
so successful." 

He stood beside his hostess at the top of the 
long drawing-room, complacently watching the 
movements of a number of young people who 
were dancing " Sir Roger de Coverley " with 
that somewhat infectious gaiety which is 
occasionally to be found in old-fashioned 
country-houses about Christmas-time. 

Miss Franklyn assented with a smile ; she was 
at all times ready to listen to anybody who 
spoke well of her brother. For sixteen years 
she had presided over his establishment, and 
with a charm of manner and a sweetness of 
temper that nothing seemed to ruffle, had ex- 
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tended his hospitality to the rich and his charity 
to the poor. 

" I don't know what they would do down here 
in Blankshire without Franklyn/' pursued Mr. 
Hodges. " I often wonder how he manages to 
get through so much work at once. Deputy- 
Lieutenant, chairman, of the Board of Guardians, 
County Council business, committee work for 
half a dozen charities — all that's no joke, you 
see, Miss Franklyn. And I'm sure I don't 
know what the firm would do without him 
either ; I needn't tell you that he is quite in- 
valuable to us." 

As he spoke, the subject of these remarks, 
who represented the "Co." in the respected 
firm before mentioned, came up to them with his 
partner. " What, not dancing ! " he exclaimed ; 
** we can't allow this, you know." 

" My dear fellow, T haven't danced for thirty 
years," replied Mr. Hodges ; " my daughters are 
doing my share as well as their own this evening." 

" Oh, nonsense ! we can't let anybody off 
* Sir Roger de Coverley,' " said Morris Franklyn ; 
" it's no good trying to back out of it, we don't 
mean to listen to any excuses." 

Mr. Hodges laughed and hesitated ; then 
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catching the spirit of the hour and forgetting 
for a moment his age and his gout, he bowed to 
his hostess with old-fashioned courtesy, and 
offered her his arm. 

Two hours later the last of the guests had 
departed, and the final echo of carriage wheels 
had died away in the distance. The two Miss 
Hodges, who with their father were staying in 
the house, had gone upstairs to bed, and Mr. 
Hodges himself, having reason to suppose that 
sitting up late did not agree with him, had 
followed their example. 

Miss Franklyn returned to the dining-room 
for a moment to see that everything was in 
order before she herself retired, and she found 
her brother standing by the sideboard with a 
tumbler of whiskey -and -soda in his hand. 

He turned towards her as she entered, and 
something that she saw in his face caused her to 
stop short with a sudden exclamation. 

" What's the matter, Morris ? Are you ill ? " 
she asked. 

He came across the room to her and laid his 
hand on her shoulder with a tenderness that 
belonged to the far-off days of his boyhood. 

" Good-bye, Maggie," he said ; *' it's all over. 
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They'll know the worst to-morrow, and there'll 
be such a hue and cry after me as has never 
been heard of in your time or mine." 

Miss Franklyn's lips grew white with the 
horror of an undefined dread. 

" I don't understand what you mean," she said 
faintly. " What is it, Morris ? " 

" How should you understand ? " he said 
bitterly. " You thought, as everybody else 
thought, that I was running straight. Hodges 
and Garnham might have found out the truth 
any day during the past ten years if they'd taken . 
the trouble to look into their affairs. But the 
crash has come at last, and they'll discover 
to-morrow that they're short of sixty thousand 
pounds.^' 

" Good God, Morris ! " exclaimed his sister, 
" you don't mean to say you've been defrauding 
the firm ? " 

" That's about the long and the short of it," 
he answered ; " it will be published in every 
newspaper in England within four and twenty 
hours, so it's better for you to hear it from me 
than from strangers. You've been a very good 
sister to me, Maggie, and I'm sorry for your 
sake, if not for my own. It's a poor return for 
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all youVe done that you should be dragged 
down into disgrace and poverty, but it's no use 
thinking about that now. Fm going straight 
to the stables to get the dog-cart, and I shall 
drive over to Langdon and catch the 5.15 
express up to town. I've got the start of them 
by a few hours at least, and I mean to make 
the most of it." 

Miss Franklyn was looking at her brother 
with wild eyes. The foundations of the world 
seemed to her to be shaken : she had believed 
in him as she believed in heaven. 

** It can't be true, it can't be true ! " she 
repeated. *^ Oh, Morris, I have been so proud 
of you!" 

The dining-room door had been left ajar, and 
at this moment it was pushed further open, and 
Mr. Franklyn's valet, Robert Turner by name, 
walked straight up to his master and mistress. 
His face wore an unwonted expression of 
determination, but his manner retained all the 
outward characteristics of a well-drilled servant. 

•^ I'm aware that it isn't my place to be 
listening outside doors, sir/* he said, "but I 
wish to tell you that I've heard every word you 
have been saying to Miss Franklyn, and I've 
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come to say that if you're going off to-night, 
Vm going also." 

*' My good fellow, you must be out of your 
mind," said Morris, recovering himself. "If 
you have really overheard what I said just now, 
you ought to understand that Fm worse than a 
ruined man." 

" Begging your pardon, sir, I am in my right 
senses," replied the valet ; " I don't know 
how you have treated other people, but I know 
how you've treated mt and mine. You kept 
my mother from the workhouse, you took my 
sister into your service to give her a fresh start 
when she came out of gaol, and, as for me, you've 
looked after me ever since I was a little lad no 
higher than the table. And I don't forget 
either, sir, that during all the years you have 
lived in this house, there has never been a poor 
man turned away from your door." 

Margaret Franklyn's pale cheeks flushed 
warmly, and she held out her hand to the 
speaker with a very touching simplicity. 

" Whatever we have been able to do for you, 
Robert," she said, " you have repaid us nobly 
by saying such kind words to us at a time like 
this." 

" I mean what I say, ma'am," he answered, 
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" and I shall go with my master. I don't care 
for the firm, and I don't care for the law, and I 
don't care for the police. But Mr. Franklyn 
has been the Best friend that ever I had in my 
life, and I mean to stick to him through thick 
and thin." 

The first grey streaks of dawn saw Morris 
Franklyn and Robert Turner speeding upon 
their way towards London, while Margaret, 
heedless of the flying hours, sat alone with the 
burden of a great despair, mourning over the 
ruin of her shattered idol. " If only he had 
died," she said, again and again. " Oh, if only 
he had died before he yielded to temptation ! " 
And when the day grew brighter and the 
earliest rays of sunlight shone through the un- 
curtained window, they fell upon the face of a 
woman who had suddenly grown old. 

Six months passed away, and the hue and 
cry which Franklyn had predicted was by no 
means at an end. Yet, in spite of the untiring 
efforts of the best detectives, the missing de- 
faulter had disappeared as completely as though 
the grave had already closed over him, and all 
attempts to discover his whereabouts had signally 
failed. 

On a certain summer afternoon Mr. Hodges 
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and one of his nephews were seated together in 
the senior partner's own private room at the 
bank, and they held a conversation in which the 
name of Morris Franklyn figured prominently. 
Mr. Joseph Hodges, the nephew in question, 
being a young man of wandering habits, had 
but lately returned to London from a prolonged 
sojourn in the East, and his uncle was not sorry 
to find a listener to whom the subject under 
discussion was comparatively fresh. 

" I assure you, Joe," he said, " I can hardly 
realize it even now. We all liked him so much, 
and we had such implicit confidence in him. I 
would freely have trusted him with every penny 
I have in the world, and I would sooner have 
expected such a thing from one of my own 
sons than from him." 

Joseph Hodges was a person of few words, 
but of a decided character ; he had formed an 
opinion, and he expressed it bluntly. 

•' It appears to me that you were all most 
unaccountably taken in," he said. " I don't 
understand that kind of fascination which he 
seems to have exercised over you." 

" No, Joe/' answered Mr. Hodges ; " you didn't 
know him, you see. If you did, you would 
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have believed in him just like the rest of us. A 
great many of the people down in Blankshire 
where he lived won't listen to a word against 
him even now. His sister behaved splendidly ; 
she brought us all her own little fortune — it 
wasn't more than sevenior eight hundred pounds 
— and, whatever he may be, she at least proved 
herself all that is upright and honourable. I 
blame myself, and Garnham blames himself 
also, for not having discovered sooner how 
things were going, but we hadn't the ghost of a 
suspicion, and thought ourselves only too lucky 
to have him associated with us.'' 

" And why don't the police get hold of him ? " 
asked Joe* " I suppose, as usual, they are look- 
ing in every place but the right one." 

" They have traced him to Morocco/' said 
Mr. Hodges, "and it is reported that he has 
been seen in Tetuan, but they can't get any 
information more definite than that." 

" I should like to have a try myself," said 
Joseph, meditatively ; "I'll be bound I'd find out 
something before long." 

"Any suggestion that you can offer to the 
detectives who are engaged in the case will 
doubtless be well received," replied his uncle. "I 
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shall be very much obliged if you can give any 
assistance. I am more than sick of the whole 
business, and, personally, I would prefer that he 
should remain wherever he is. But, of course, I 
know that he must be brought back if possible." 

" He has a companion with him, hasn't he ? " 
asked Joseph. 

" Yes, a poor ignorant wretch, who, with the 
devotion of a dumb animal, insisted on follow- 
ing him. It's a curious thing, Joe," said Mr. 
Hodges, pensively, "that people such as you 
and I — who, as far as I know, have never done 
any particular harm to anybody — don't seem 
to have the knack of inspiring equally strong 
attachments." 

Joseph Hodges took leave of his uncle, but 
on his way to his club he stopped to despatch 
a telegram to the skipper of his yacht, the 
Nautilus^ which was then lying off Gravesend. 
He had a plan in his head which he by no 
means intended to divulge to his relative. He 
had determined to take the law into his own 
hands, and as he knew that Mr. Hodges, senior, 
would strongly disapprove of such a proceeding, 
he resolved to keep his own counsel, at any rate 
as far as his uncle v/as concerned. 
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In less than a week the little Nautilus was 
ready for a trip, and one fine evening she dropped 
quietly down the river with her owner on board. 
The enterprising Joseph had not thought it 
necessary to bid farewell to his friends, or to 
confide his destination to anybody. So wild a 
scheme as his could only have had its origin in 
the brain of a hot-headed young man, but Joe 
Hodges had confidence in himself and untold 
faith in his luck. The latter belief seemed 
destined to be justified by events, for the 
Nautilus^ though a mere cockleshell of a boat in 
which to venture out to sea, actually transported 
her owner across the Bay of Biscay, and in due 
time safely dropped anchor in the harbour of 
Gibraltar. 

Then Joe proceeded to go ashore in search 
of his special fidus Achates, who happened just 
at that time to be quartered on the Rock. This 
gentleman — the only person deemed worthy of 
his confidence — was a certain subaltern in the 
Gunners, as yet unknown to fame. Before 
leaving England, Joe had telegraphed to his 
friend to announce his impending arrival, but he 
found Mr. Brewster in a state of considerable 
mystification as to the cause of his appearance. 

R 
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" My dear old chap, of course I am delighted 
to see you," he said ; " but what on earth brings 
you here ? I thought you had only just gone 
home from Syria." 

"So I had/' replied Joseph; "but that trip 
was for pleasure and this is business. Come on 
board my boat, where we can talk without 
being disturbed, and I'll tell you all about it." 

Ensconced in the cabin of the Nautilus^ and 
fortified with a supply of whiskey and soda and 
some excellent cigars, Joe told his friend the 
whole story of Frankly n's disappearance, and of 
his own determination to succeed where the 
police had failed. " Now, look here, Brewster," 
he said in conclusion, " youVe been over to 
Morocco, shooting, and of course you know 
the ropes. I shall look to you to see me 
through." 

'^Certainly," answered Brewster, with the 
utmost readiness. " I will ask for leave at once, 
and I make no doubt I shall get it. But before 
we take any further steps there are just one or 
two things to be considered. In the first place, 
what are the extradition laws in Morocco ? " 

"Laws?" returned Joseph with the utmost 
contempt, " of course there aren't any in a 
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country like that— there can't be. If there are, 
nobody would be such a fool as to pay the 
slightest attention to them. When I get hold 
of the fellow, Fll keep him, that's all/'. 

*' Very well," said Brewster, nodding his head 
in acquiescence. " Now, secondly, are you 
going to ask the British Minister to help 
you ? " 

" Certainly not,^' said Joe ; " Tm going to run 
SL show of my own. I know what it means when 
one mixes oneself up with diplomatic formalities 
and questions of international politics." 

" Right you are," said Brewster ; " it will be 
all the better sport. Now, just give me five 
minutes to think it over, and I believe I shall 
see our way." 

The two smoked in silence for a little while, 
and at the end of the requested interval Mr. 
Brewster announced that the light of inspiration 
had been vouchsafed to him. '* There's an old 
chap over there,'' he said, " who acted as a sort 
of Shikari to us when we were in Tetuan. 
He's an awful bad lot, and I should say he 
would stick at nothing. But he's got a head on 
his shoulders, and I'm convinced he is the man 
for this job. We will send for him here to 
R 2 
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receive instructions, and we will be guided by 
his advice. The only thing is, it will mean 
backsheesh, and plenty of it. But I suppose 
money is no object ? " 

"None whatever," answered Joe; *^ I know 
that in this wicked world there's nothing to be 
done unleiSs you pay for it, and Fm willing 
to pay high for the pleasure of catching a 
scoundrel." 

The first step being thus decided on, Mr. 
Brewster sent a message across the water, bidding 
his former Shikari repair with all speed to Gib- 
raltar. This person, whose name was Mahmoud 
Harrada, united an appearance of benign dignity 
with a capacity for great and varied villainy. 
Dressed in picturesque Eastern garments, which 
were spotlessly clean, his stately manner and 
his long white beard suggested to the beholder 
visions of prophets and patriarchs and other 
distinguished personages. But when he began 
to speak, which he did both in English and in 
French, Joseph Hodges was not long in dis- 
covering that his friend's unflattering opinion of 
Mahmoud's moral character did that worthy 
no injustice. 

A second conference was held on board the 
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Nautilus^ and this time the plan of campaign 
was definitely drawn out. It was arranged that 
the new assistant should proceed at once to 
Tetuan and set himself to discover the exact 
whereabouts of Frankly n. This, as a native of 
the country, he could manage to do without 
exciting the suspicions of the Englishman whom 
he sought. When Franklyn's hiding-place was 
made sure of the Shikari was to communicate 
immediately with Mr. Hodges and Mr. Brewster, 
who would at once join him at whatever place 
he might find desirable. It was considered 
prudent that the two friends should remain at 
Gibraltar in the meantime, in order that the 
presence of Englishmen in the neighbourhood 
of Tetuan should not put Franklyn on the 
alert. 

When all this had been settled Joseph Hodges 
showed Mahmoud a couple of photographs of the 
defaulter and his misguided companion. He 
had procured them before leaving England. 
The old man then took his departure, having 
received a small sum of money as an earnest of 
the liberal fee which he might expect when he 
should have done his work, and the capture 
should be satisfactorily effected. 



246 TALES OF THE ROCK 

For more than a fortnight after this no news 
of any kind reached the impatient pair at Gib, 
and they were forced to endure this period of 
suspense as best they might. The time passed 
very slowly, and in comparison with the ex- 
citement to which they looked forward, all the 
amusements and interests of the Rock sank into 
insignificance. Just as they were beginning to 
declare to each other that Mahmoud must be 
either an idiot or a greater fraud than they took 
him for, Mr. Brewster received a message from 
their adviser, summoning them to join him at 
Tangier without loss of time. 

"What's the use of telling us to go to 
Tangier,^' remarked Joseph, " when the man we 
are looking for is in Tetuan ? *' 

'* How should I know ? '' replied Brewster. 
" I suppose he knows what he is doing.*' 

There was no obstacle to their immediate 
departure. Mr. Brewster had got his leave and 
the Nautilus was ready to start at half an hour's 
notice. Later in the same day the two friends 
landed at Tangier, and in accordance with their 
instructions they repaired to the New York 
Hotel, where they found Mahmoud awaiting 
them. 
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He took them out into the little wooden 
pavilion which overlooks the sea, and they sat 
down beneath its domed green roof of open 
lattice work. Brewster, who had artistic 
impulses as well as sporting ones, could not 
help being struck by the lovely view before 
them. And indeed, the broad sweep of shining 
sand, the soft curves of the hills that bordered 
the eastern side of the bay, the blue waters 
sparkling in sunshine, and on the left the white 
town, with its queer flat roofs and lofty minarets, 
served to complete a picture that might well 
afford delight. 

But Joseph Hodges had no eye for scenery ; 
his mind was absorbed in the matter which had 
brought him there. 

" What news have you got for us ? " he asked 
abruptly. 

"Good news, sir," answered old Mahmoud. 
" You will have less difficulty than you expected. 
The man you seek will be within a few miles 
of Tangier to-morrow evening. He and his 
companion are living near Tetuan ; they are. 
under the protection of the Sheikh of that 
district. But the life is a rough one, and they 
find it needful to be well armed. Their ammu- 
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nition has lately run short, and they have 
arranged for a fresh supply to be brought for 
them to-morrow to Cape Spartel. The English- 
man is coming there to fetch it/* 

"Fm surprised that he should venture so 
near a place where there are representatives of 
British interests/' said Joe Hodges to his friend. 
" He must be a tolerably cool hand to do it. 
I should have thought he would send his 
servant." 

'*The other one has been ill/* said Mahmoud. 
"He has had fever, and although he is well now, 
he is very weak. That is why the one you 
want has been obliged to come.** 

" Then are we to go to Cape Spartel: to catch 
him ? ** inquired Brewster. 

"This is my plan, my lords," replied their 
adviser. " To-night I will have three mules 
ready, and I will conduct you to the appointed 
place. We will start half an hour after midnight, 
and we shall arrive there before daybreak. 
During the whole of to-morrow you will remain 
in concealment in a small cave with which I am 
acquainted. From thence you will keep watch 
until the expected man arrives, when you will 
come out from your hiding-place and secure 
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him. This done, we will again start for Tangier 
the moment that darkness falls ; you will mean- 
time have left word with your sailors that your 
yacht must be in readiness. We will put 
your prisoner on board and you will instantly 
depart." 

"That sounds practicable, eh, Brewster?*' 
said Joe. " Yes," he continued ; " I think it 
will do. By the way, is this fellow coming from 
Tetuan alone ? ^* 

" There will be two guides with him," replied 
the Moor, " but you need not be uneasy about 
them. They are relatives of my own, and they 
are paid to remain quiet." 

" How- about the light-house keeper at 
Spartel ? '* asked Brewster. " What will happen 
if he gets an inkling of the game we are 
playing ? ''. 

*' Have no fear on that account," said the 
guide ; " the light-house is an international pro- 
perty, and four nations unite to pay its keeper 
his wages. He is not interested in the private 
quarrels of Englishmen. Your excellencies will 
offer him a suitable present through me, and I 
will engage that his eyes shall become darkened 
and his ears shall lose their hearing," 



250 TALES OF THE ROCK 

" Does that apply to any other people who 
may be there ? " asked Brewster. 

" It will be all safe, my lords," answered 
Mahmoud Harrada confidently. "The things 
has been well arranged, and there will be no 
failure." 

"If there is,*' said Joseph shortly, "you won't 
get your fee." 

"Now look here, Brewster," he continued 
presently, when the old man had gone away. 
" I told you the other day that I should rely on 
you to see me through this business. Of course, 
that means that you must come back with me 
to England. The thing won't be finished till 
Franklyn is in the hands of the police." 

"Just as you like," replied Mr. Brewster. 
** I'm quite at your disposal as long as you 
want me." 

About half-past twelve that night word was 
brought to Joseph Hodges that the mules were 
ready. The people of the hotel expressed no 
surprise at the choice of such an hour for their 
departure. They attributed it to the proverbial 
eccentricity of Englishmen, whose national 
peculiarities prevent them from doing anything 
in a sensible manner. The friends took with 
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them a supply of food sufficient to last through 
the following day, and each of them carried a 
pistol in his pocket. 

"Though, mind you, old man," said Joe, 
"there's to be no shooting if it can possibly be 
avoided. It must be clearly understood that I 
draw the line at murder. What I want to do 
is to take him home alive and uninjured.^' 

The ride out to Spartel was delightful. That 
curiously picturesque country, with its singular 
and varied vegetation, acquired a new and almost 
fantastic charm by moonlight. Their road was 
bordered by masses of white heather, and as 
they followed the rocky track along the hillside 
where the path winds downwards towards 
Spartel, they rode between immense bushes of 
flowering gum cistus and clumps of golden 
coronella. It is considered unsafe for foreigners 
to travel in that country after nightfall, but, 
thanks to the presence of Mahmoud, Joe Hodges 
and his friend met with no opposition from the 
natives. Such persons as they encountered in- 
variably passed on quietly after a brief parley 
with their guide, and thus they reached their 
destination without the slightest difficulty. 

The moon and stars were still brilliant, for 
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the first glimpse of daylight was not yet visible 
in the east, when they halted at a little distance 
beyond the light-house. The Atlantic lay upon 
one hand, the Straits of Gibraltar on the other ; 
in the distance the dim outlines of the Spanish 
coast were faintly visible. Every rock around 
them stood out sharply in the moonlight, while 
the dark silhouettes of the aloes, with their spiky 
leaves and strange tree-like flowers, looked black 
against their background of sky. 

''By Jove, it's a pretty place ! " remarked 
Brewster. 

" Ah ! theatrical, and that kind of thing," 
answered Joseph. " Just the sort of place for a 
sentimental schoolgirl to spend her honeymoon 
in. For my part I prefer Paris and the Bois de 
Boulogne." 

The Moor made them dismount, and telling 
them that he would return afterwards to remove 
the mules elsewhere, he tied the animals' bridles 
to a cactus bush, and then led the two gentle- 
men down to the shore. He brought them to 
a strip of sand, walled in on three sides by rocks, 
and here he showed them a little cavern in the 
cliffs, which was to be their hiding-place during 
the coming day. 
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" This is where the Englishman is to receive 
his cartridges/' he said, pointing to the sand 
before them. " They will be delivered here by- 
boat. He is not expected till sunset, but pos- 
sibly he may come before his time/^ 

The friends got through that day of waiting 
without any special discomfort. They slept a 
little by turns, smoked a good deal, and did 
ample justice to the provisions they had brought 
with them. Joseph would cheerfully have 
undergone any amount of personal inconve- 
nience for the sake of attaining the object which 
had led him there, while Brewster was at all 
times content when allowed the solace of his 
pipe. Their guide took advantage of this 
splendid opportunity to display his great per- 
fection in the art of sitting still and doing 
nothing. 

The afternoon was well advanced and the 
sun was getting low, when suddenly Mahmoud 
Harrada arose, pressed his fingers to his lips, 
and laid his hand warningly on Joseph Hodges' 
arm. A man, evidently an Englishman, was 
descending the rocks by the same path which 
they themselves had followed. He was quite 
alone ; if he had brought any attendants with 
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him they were certainly not in sight. He 
carried a split cane trout rod in his hand, 
and sauntered leisurely down to the water's 
edge, where he seated himself on a project- 
ing rock and calmly proceeded to bait his 
hook. 

Joe Hodges waited long enough to get a good 
look at him, and to make quite sure that this 
was the original of the photograph he had 
shown to Mahmoud. Then, with a. signal to 
Mr. Brewster, he quitted the cavern, followed by 
his friend. The guide, thinking discretion the 
better part of valour, on calculating the chances 
of a possible scuffle, sat down quietly in the 
background to await events. 

The woutd-be angler turned his head at the 
sound of approaching footsteps, but, presumably 
taking the newcomers for harmless British 
tourists, he tranquilly continued his occupation. 
A minute later, however, as Hodges and 
Brewster bore down upon him with obviously 
hostile intentions, he seemed suddenly to realize 
the truth. He flung down his fishing-rod and 
sprang to his feet. The next instant he had 
pulled out a revolver and fired point blank 
in Joseph Hodges's face. But the aim was 
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an inch or two too high, and the bullet passed 
harmlessly through the crown of Joe's terai 
hat. 

After this there was a struggle, though a 
short one. The adversary defended himself 
desperately, but the odds were against him from 
the first. In a little while Joe had wrested the 
revolver from his hand, while Brewster neatly 
pinioned his arms and tripped him up from 
behind. Then, as his two assailants held him 
down on the sands in spite of his furious en- 
deavours to shake them off, Mahmoud came 
quietly forward, and, removing his own waist- 
sash, he bound their prisoner with it hand and 
foot. 

Mr. Brewster, whose mental attitude towards 
Franklyn was simply one of general disapproval, 
and who had no family wrongs to avenge, did 
justice at this moment of victory to the enemy's 
personal courage. 

" He has plenty of pluck, Hodges, whatever 
he's done," he said. 

But Joe, in the joyous fulfilment of his most 
ardent wish, felt only a hunter's sense of triumph 
at having tracked his game to earth. 

Some time afterwards Mr, Hodges, senior. 
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was startled by the receipt of the following 
telegram : — 

" Franklyn is in custody on board my yacht. 
Come down immediately to identify him, and 
bring a police officer. 

"Joseph Hodges, 

" Yacht Nautilus, 

" Sheerness." 

Now, at the moment of receiving this despatch, 
Mr. Hodges was engaged in the transaction of 
most important business, which could on no ac- 
count be delayed, and it was not in his power to 
start for Sheerness at once. He therefore wired 
to his nephew that he would arrive in the course 
of a few hours, and at the same time, being by 
nature most thoughtful and considerate, he 
despatched a telegram to Miss Franklyn, who 
was now living in London, informing h^r of the 
news which he had just received. 

The result of this second message was that 
Miss Franklyn herself immediately went down 
to Sheerness, and later on, when Mr. Hodges 
also arrived there and went on board his 
nephew's yacht, he found her already sitting 
on deck waiting for him. 

Six months of sorrow and anxiety had 
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changed her sadly ; her hair was quite grey 
and her step had lost its wonted elasticity. 
She came forward at the sight of him in painful 
agitation ; her face was terribly worn, and her 
eyes were red with crying. 

**0h, Mr. Hodges!" she exclaimed; "have 
mercy on me by showing mere}' to Morris, 
Your nephew is as hard as iron, but you will 
surely be kinder. I have been waiting here for 
over two hours, and he will not even let me see 
my brother/' 

"No," said Joseph Hodges, who had now 
come up on deck to meet his uncle ; " I'm 
sorry to appear ungracious, but I made up my 
mind that no one shall have access to my 
prisoner till I've handed him safely over to the 
police." 

Miss Franklyn appealed passionately to the 
senior partner. " I am nearly mad," she said ; 
** I thought my heart had broken months ago, 
but this is worst of all. I don't know how 
to bear it, I don't know what to do. Think 
of the horror of a public trial ; think of him 
in penal servitude, he, who was always so 
bright and so happy ! Oh, for old friendship's 
sake, and in the hope of that divine forgiveness 

S 
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of which we all must stand in need, be 
generous enough to forget his sin, and 
give him back his freedom before it is too 
late I " 

Mr. Hodges was visibly affected. ** My 
dear lady, I deeply feel for your sad position," 
he said, " I sympathize with you most sin- 
cerely. If I could consult my own wishes, I 
would set him free at once. But you must 
remember it is not vengeance which is de- 
manded, but simply justice. You will under- 
stand that what you ask is impossible, when 
I tell you that the gentleman accompanying 
me is an officer of the police." 

" It is useless to prolong the conversation, 
madam,'* said Joseph, sternly ; *' my uncle 
could under no circumstances be a party to 
any tampering with the due course of justice. 
Perhaps we had better go down to the cabin 
at once." 

Mr. Hodges assented, and his nephew 
accordingly led the way. The banker and 
the police officer followed together, and behind 
them walked Margaret Franklyn, weeping 
silently. Outside the cabin door they found 
Mr. Brewster on guard, with a pipe in his 
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mouth, and the muzzle of a revolver just 
visible above his waistbelt. He and his friend 
had by turns kept a personal watch over their 
captive, and their vigilance had never relaxed 
for a moment by night or day. 

" Good afternoon, gentlemen,^' said Brewster 
pleasantly ; "I am very pleased to see you. 
Somehow, I shan't be altogether sorry to be 
relieved of my duties as jailer." 

He thereupon produced the key of the 
cabin door^ and fitted it into the lock. In 
another moment the door was opened, and the 
new comers entered together. 

Miss Franklyn suddenly stopped short, and 
uttered a piercing shriek, while Mr. Hodges 
started violently. 

" I am very much obliged for the trouble you 
have taken, Joe,'' observed the banker to his 
nephew, " but you have somehow got hold of 
the wrong man." 

" I hope you enjoyed your trip home, 
Robert," said Morris Franklyn, when his 
faithful servant and friend rejoined him in 
Morocco. 

" Very much indeed, thank you, sir,^' replied 
S 2 



26o TALES OF THE ROCK 

Robert Turner, "and I wouldn't mind doing 
it again at the price. The jury gave me a 
thousand pounds damages in the action I 
brought against Mr. Joseph Hodges for illegal 
detention on Doard the Nautilus!^ 



DWELLERS IN LINEA. 

On a certain afternoon in early spring, when 
the sea was smooth and the sky cloudless, an 
English officer and his daughter were fishing 
from a boat near Sandy Bay, The gentleman 
was intent upon his sport, but the girl was 
looking back across the still waters, on which 
the boat rocked gently, towards the towering 
mass of rock that rises so abruptly to such 
dizzy height. From the Signal Station, 
perched upon the narrow razor-like edge of 
the highest ridge, her glance dropped down- 
ward along the perpendicular wall of cliff to 
the cluster of brilliant green palmetto, which 
is called the Monkeys' Alameda. Thence, 
downward still, her eyes traversed the curious 
barren slope of rock-strewn sand, reaching 
finally the irregular line of cliffs which stand 
immediately above the sea-leveL Here the 
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rocks are honey-combed with caves of varying 
size, most of them being only approachable 
by water. 

" Look, papa ! " she exclaimed suddenly ; 
** there is a dog in that cave all by itself. 
Oh, what a wicked thing to do! Somebody 
must have left it there to starve or drown. 
Please tell the boatman to bring us close in 
shore at once, that we may take the poor 
thing away." 

Her father looked up from his fishing, but 
the boatman laughed. He was an inhabitant 
of Catalan Bay, and as such, was Italian and 
not Spanish by descent. 

" Ah, senorita, do not trouble yourself," he 
5aid. "The dog is put there on purpose; he 
knows he will be all right. See, I will make 
a little splashing with my oar, and now you 
will watch what happens." 

The outline of the dog's head and body was 
clearly visible as he lay, apparently asleep, upon 
a flat ledge of rock. As the boat drew nearer, 
and the fisherman began gently splashing the 
water, the animal sprang up, barking excitedly, 
while three other dogs, hitherto hidden from 
view, rushed forward to the entrance of the 
cave, barking also. 
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The occupants of the boat looked inquiringly 
towards the fisherman for an explanation. 

" Those creatures belong to a Spanish 
smuggler," he said ; " I could even tell you 
the name of the man who owns them. He 
buys tobacco in Gibraltar, and hides it in the 
mornings in that cave. Then he leaves the 
dogs there to keep watch over it all the rest 
of the day. At night he will bring a boat 
round here, take the tobacco and these animals 
on board, and fasten on to each one's back the 
share of tobacco which he is expected to carry. 
He will row down the coast till he is well past 
the neutral ground, and opposite the Spanish 
shore. Then he'll throw the dogs overboard ; 
they've been trained to swim ashore, and go 
straight hom.e." 

" That is very curious," said the father of 
the English girl, who was new to Gibraltar 
and its ways. 

" There's a great deal of smuggling done like 
that," continued the boatman ; " the dogs are 
very clever, and get to know their business 
as well as their masters, almost. The Guarda- 
costas are always on the look out for them, 
and a good many get shot as they're swimming 
to land." 
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" How much tobacco does each dog carry ? " 
asked the gentleman. 

" About as much as his owner can buy for 
two shillings in Gibraltar," he replied. "He 
will sell that in Spain for eight — two dollars, 
or thereabouts — so on every dog that comes 
safe ashore he makes a profit of six shillings.'^ 

" But/' objected the young lady ; " if it is 
so well known that this cave contains smugglers' 
tobacco, why don't the English police interfere, 
and seize it ? " 

" Because, senorita, the English never interfere 
with the Spanish smugglers/' 

" Why don't they, papa ? " she persisted. 
" Surely the Spaniards would be much more 
friendly to us, if we helped them to put down 
smuggling?'* 

** Well, my dear Eva," said her father, *' I 
am told that there are wheels within wheels, 
and it's altogether a very complicated question. 
It has been considered over and over again, 
and I understand that there are any number 
of reasons to be urged both for and against 
our interference. Some of the latter, I believe, 
date as far back as the Peace of Utrecht, but 
there are plenty of modern ones also." 
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" I hope the poor dogs are well treated, 
since they have to run such horrible risks," 
said Eva. 

" You may be sure of that, senorita," said 
the boatman, " The Spaniards are cruel to 
animals, but a good smuggling dog is too 
valuable not to be well looked after and fed." 

While the two anglers in the boat were still 
asking questions on the subject of contraband 
tobacco and smugglers' dogs, a Spanish girl, 
in one of the side streets of Linea, was singing 
to the accompaniment of a mandolin. A little 
group of her acquaintances surrounded her, 
some sitting on low stools or chairs, drawn 
forward to the threshold of a cottage door, 
others standing or leaning against the wall, 
with that unconscious grace of pose which is 
the heritage of every child of Spain. The 
singer herself was a good specimen of her race. 
She possessed a warm brunette complexion, 
white teeth, and hair curling naturally in soft 
tendrils round her forehead. This same hair, 
viewed in strong sunlight, had distinct sug- 
gestions of gold about it; at other times it 
was of the richest and darkest shade of brown. 
Her voice was characteristic as well as her 
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appearance; utterly devoid of melody, and 
with no depth of tone, it had a certain 
flexibility and a more or less nasal intonation, 
which seemed greatly admired by her audience. 
Her friends joined freely in the refrains of 
her songs, and as each one was concluded, 
and she paused to exchange jokes with the 
bystanders, they pressed her to continue, 
calling loudly for the most popular ditties by 
name. At last the girl grew tired, and refused 
to sing any longer ; little by little the group 
of listeners dispersed, and she, carrying her 
mandolin, walked slowly away through the 
outskirts of Linea, towards some small scattered 
cottages which stood at a distance from the 
town. 

The name of the singer was Dolores ; her 
father was the owner of the dogs who guarded 
the tobacco in the cave near Sandy Bay. 
Many queer tales relative to various forms 
of smuggling she could have told had she 
felt inclined ; but these things had been so 
essentially a part of her daily life from her 
earliest childhood, that she had long ceased 
to think of them as deserving of any special 
interest. 



DWELLERS IN LINEA 267 

Her way lay alon^ a narrow path, bordered 
with a high bamboo hedge on one side, and 
a sandy bank surmounted by aloes on the 
other. As she reached a point where the path 
turned somewhat abruptly to the right, a young 
Spaniard, who had apparently been waiting 
for her, joined her, and the two walked on 
together. No greeting passed between them, 
but the careless brightness of the girl's ex- 
pression altered, and her eyes and mouth 
grew hard. At last the young man spoke 
to her, finding silence unendurable, though 
speech was by no means easy. " When are 
you going to marry me, Dolores ? " he asked 
her abruptly. 

" Tm never going to marry you," she answered, 
with the composure of a fixed determination. 
" I have told you so a dozen times at least. 
It would be well if you left off asking me." 

" How can I leave off asking you,*' he said ; 
" while I have any hope remaining that you 
may change your mind ? " 

She made a little gesture of impatience. 
** You are always talKing of your love for me," 
she remarked ; " but I do not believe in it. 
It is not natural that a man should continue 
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to love a woman who hates him. You wish 
to marry me that I may be in your power, 
and you persist in this because it enrages 
you not to be able to have your own way. 
No doubt, if 1 did marry you, you would 
beat me.*' 

" I am sorry you should say that,'* he re- 
plied ; " I think you must know that I love 
you dearly.** 

** It makes no difference whether you do or 
do not,** she said. " My brother has been three 
years in Ceuta prison, and it was you who 
sent him there by betraying him to the Guarda- 
costas. You may have forgotten that, but I 
remember it. I am quite tired out with your 
complaints and reproaches ; if you will not 
let me live in peace, I shall go away/' 

" Wherever you go, I shall follow you,** he 
replied. 

The smouldering anger blazed up in her eyes 
at this. 

" See here, Tomas Mendoza," she said ; " let 
there be no mistake between you and me 
from this day forth. There is no one in the 
world whom I hate as I hate you ; the very 
sight of you is odious to me. I should be glad 
if you were dead.'* 
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He stood still in the middle of the pathway 
as she spoke, and looked at her as though 
he were half bewildered by her vehemence. 
Though there was no lack of intelligence in 
his face, beseemed to realize now, with a vague 
feeling of novelty and surprise, that she really 
meant what she was saying, and that her 
many refusals had in truth proceeded from 
intense peronsal aversion — not from any spirit 
of coquetry or the desire to be asked again. 
Hitherto he had been so blinded by his own 
infatuation as not fully to understand this, but 
Dolores was merciless in her resolution to be . 
plain at last. 

" Listen I *' she continued. " When my 
brother left us, and I found out that you had 
been the means of his arrest, I said in my heart 
that one day I would pay off the debt we owe 
you. I hated you then, but for three long 
years I have nursed my hatred, and day by 
day it has grown deeper and stronger. If you 
had been wise you would have seen it and 
kept away, but instead of that you have per- 
secuted me and made my life unbearable. Take 
advice now, and believe me when I tell you 
that you are best out of my sight. For I 
give you warning that I mean to pay my 
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brother's debt in the end, and when I do, it 
will be paid in full." 

Having spoken thus, Dolores walked on 
rapidly towards her father's cottage. Had she 
troubled to look back she would have seen 
her lover still standing in the sandy pathway 
with an air of discomfiture which might perhaps 
have pleased her, 

Dolores found her father sitting beneath a 
rude porch or tabernacle of bamboo, which 
was attached to their cottage wall, and over 
which a vine grew in untrained and conse- 
quently untidy luxuriance. The old man was 
unshaven and dirty ; he had a stupid heavy 
expression, and was interested in few things 
beyond his smuggling concerns. In these, 
however, his energies was centred and were of 
no mean order ; many a custom-house official 
had had cause to know that old Martinez' 
cunning was not to be despised. 

" Father," said Dolores ; " I am going away. 
Tomas Mendoza has been speaking to me 
again, and since I can scarcely go outside the 
door without meeting him, I shall leave the 
place altogether." 

"Then I am to be left alone? " he asked. 
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She, with the selfishness of youth, was 
thinking only of her own annoyances, and 
he,, with a somewhat similar selfishness, born 
of age and apathy, recollected that his 
daughter's departure might possibly diminish 
his few personal comforts. Of mutual regret 
at the idea of parting, neither of them thought 
at all. 

" You will have Lila," she answered shortly. 

"Yes, yes, I shall have Lila,'* he replied. 
" Are you coming out in the boat to-night ?" 

" Not to-night,'' she said, for, though she 
accompanied him often, she did not do so 
always. 

" See that the food is ready for the dogs/' 
he said, as he rose up heavily from his chair 
and reached down his coat that was hanging 
upon a nail against the wall. 

Dolores set to work to prepare the desired 
food ; there was a large earthenware dish, out 
of which three of the dogs ate together, and 
there was a smaller separate one for Lila. 

This Lila was considered worthy of special 
privileges because of her extreme cleverness in the 
arts of smuggling. She was celebrated as far and 
away the best dog for the work in the neighbour- 
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hood, and for over four years she had evaded all 
efforts of the Guardacostas to capture or destroy 
her. Over and over again her master had 
refused high prices from would-be purchasers ; 
he knew the business value of the superior 
article he had got ; besides, Lila was his own 
exclusive property, whereas certain of his friends 
had shares in the ownership of the other three 
animals. It could hardly be said that Martinez 
was actually fond of Lila, but he did not hesitate 
to admit that he was proud of her. To-night, 
when at his accustomed hour he reached the 
cave, her silent but demonstrative welcome 
pleased him, though he did not encourage her 
caresses. Who knows whether somewhere in 
the confused recesses of his mind there might 
not have lurked a half understood feeling of 
satisfaction in the certainty that, though his 
daughter might desert him, his dog would never 
do so ? 

She was a yellow cur-dog, with a touch of the 
pointer about her, this Lila, who was so much 
cleverer than the best marksmen in the Guarda- 
costas. She had no pretensions to any kind of 
beauty, but experienced judges of the "points *' 
of such animals would have declared at a glance 
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that she possessed speed and endurance in no 
common degree. As for the sagacity which 
looked out through the yellow eyes, that exactly 
matched the colour of her smooth coat, there 
are many human faces whose expression would 
be considered full of wisdom did they only 
display half of what was visible there. 

The old man strapped the tobacco round the 
bodies of the four dogs, and the well- trained 
animals, thoroughly understanding what was 
expected of them, jumped immediately into the 
boat and lay down silent and motionless in their 
accustomed places at the bottom. Martinez 
took his seat beside them, and as he grasped 
his oars and pushed away from the shore he 
congratulated himself that circumstances were 
favourable to his self-imposed task. The night 
was not too clear, while both wind and tide were 
exactly what he could have wished. When he 
had left Gibraltar behind him and was cautiously 
making his way along the Spanish coast, it 
appeared to him that his enemies had somewhat 
slackened their ordinary vigilance, and he had 
less difficulty than usual in selecting the place 
and moment when the dogs might stand the 
best chance of getting ashore unnoticed. It' 

T 
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things in his cottage were not altogether as he 
could desire, his business, by way of compen- 
sation, seemed to be doing well. This was 
evidently not going to be one of those occasions 
when he would have to sit out all night in his 
boat, watching for an opportunity of accomplish- 
ing what he had come there to do, and perhaps 
failing after all. 

On the contrary, the dogs this evening were 
landed with but little trouble, and Dolores, at 
home in the cottage, had not been sleeping more 
than two hours ere she was awakened by their 
return. Lila, as was her custom, was quite ten 
minutes in advance of her companions, but in 
due time they all arrived, bringing with them 
a goodly supply of tobacco, which Dolores 
hastened to remove from its waterproofed 
wrappings. Later on, her father came in also ; 
he had gone out in ill-humour, but he returned 
more cheerful. His successful night's work had 
raised his spirits, especially as it was attained 
without injury to the dogs. A shot- wound to 
either of them would mean incapacity for 
work during a more or less prolonged interval, 
and was naturally regarded as a great mis- 
fortune. 
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A week later Dolores left her home. She 
had obtained a situation in the house of an 
English lady who lived near Gaucin, and 
whose husband was employed under the 
Spanish Government in the management of the 
railway. 

There had been no tenderness of farewell 
between Dolores and her father. As a rule the 
family affections in Spain are strong, and 
absence, even for a short time, calls forth 
noisy demonstrations of grief at parting. But 
in this case it was otherwise ; the girl was 
wrapped up in her own affairs; and the old 
man seemed altogether indifferent. Such 
demonstrations as there were, took place 
entirely between Dolores and her female ac* 
quaintances. A large number of these people 
accompanied her to Algeciras station, and saw 
her start upon her three hours' railway journey, 
amidst an outburst of mingled tears and laughter 
that would have seemed unnecessary and ex- 
aggerated had she been going to America. 

When she was gone her father, who would 

have been considered an unpopular person had 

not his success as a smuggler inspired general 

respect, withdrew himself entirely from all 

T 2 
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communication with his neighbours. His own 
cottage had become hateful to him ; he was 
beginning to find that the silence and soh'tude 
there were unbearably oppressive, and yet he 
was too old or too inert to go out and seek 
society in the village. The feeling that his 
home surroundings were altered weighed him 
down with a sense of discomfort and uneasiness ; 
he no longer cared to sit beneath the vine out- 
side his door. The only place which gave him 
any satisfaction was the cave beyond Sandy 
Bay, and there he would pass the long hours of 
the bright spring days, keeping watch amongst 
his dogs over the tobacco that he had hidden. 

And here was vouchsafed to him a com- 
panionship which of its kind was perfect, and 
an adoration that was voiceless but none the 
less expressive. The other dogs might quarrel 
among themselves or grow weary and lie down 
to sleep, but Lila was content to remain by her 
master's side. For many hours together he 
would sit idle, staring vacantly seaward, while 
sometimes indistinct ideas crossed his mind 
like intangible shadows, and anon all things 
became blank to him and he fell into a species 
of stupor. At such times Lila was always 
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close to him, her yellow eyes raised entreatingly 
to his listless face, and her tongue softly licking 
the palm of his horny hand. Her highest 
pleasure was to be constantly near him ; the 
world contained for her no other joy that was 
in any degree comparable to this one. 

It was only a dog's love for a dirty old man — 
a love which was accepted as a right, and as a 
thing altogether unworthy of any gratitude. 
But it brought friendship in solitude, sympathy 
in loneliness, and in the completeness of its 
devotion it asked for nothing in return. The 
old man never understood the extent of his 
obligation to Lila. But he did comprehend, 
in his vaguely blundering way, that she was 
the only living creature who really cared for 
him. 

Meanwhile, Dolores, in her new situation, was 
giving satisfaction. Her work was light, her 
mistress considerate, and she had only one 
thing to trouble her mind. Yet that one thing 
made the step which she had taken unavailing, 
and at times brought a strange look into her 
face, revealing dark and frightful possibilities. 

Tomas Mendoza had carried out his avowed 
intention and had followed her to Gaucin. 
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Why he did so it would be hard to say. Perhaps 
he had boasted of his resolve amongst his 
friends in Linea, and felt it incumbent on him 
to display persistence ; perhaps it was only a 
fresh instance of the truth of the proverb, " EI 
sabio muda conscio, il nescio no/' Be this as 
it may, it would have been better for him had 
he remained where he was. 

He brought a fair character with him, and 
was quickly employed in assisting to keep 
the line in repair. A good many men were 
engaged in this work, the nature of the soil 
rendering constant attention imperatively neces- 
sary. Newcomers, therefore, were always wel- 
comed, especially such as showed signs of 
energy and industry. Mendoza was now 
within a quarter of a mile of Dolores, but he 
seldom saw her except when her mistress had 
occasion to send her up to the station with a 
parcel or a message. At other times she 
remained indoors, or only went out in company 
with an elderly Spanish servant. 

The girl's own feeling towards him when she 
discovered that he had followed her, was one of 
the most intense exasperation. It is a dangerous 
thing to rouse a Spanish woman's slumbering 
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passions ; these daughters of the South, with all 
their childish fondness for gay ribbons and 
sweetmeats, or their delight in aimless chatter- 
ing, conceal below the surface profound depths 
of tragic emotion, which no wise man will 
venture to stir. For years the only serious 
sentiment which Dolores had experienced was 
her affection for her brother, and now this 
affection itself was swamped and swallowed 
up in her vindictive bitterness against his 
betrayer. 

When Dolores had been some little time at 
Gaucin, her employers received a short visit 
from the officer and his daughter who had been 
so much interested in the smuggler's dogs at 
Sandy Bay. The English Eva was exceedingly 
delighted with her new surroundings ; fresh from 
the restraints of a select boarding-school, the 
freedom, the picturesqueness and the novelty of 
the place alike charmed her. She could not 
sufficiently admire the lonely white bungalow 
surrounded by hills, and her enthusiasm reached 
its height when the dinner table was spread 
upon the terrace outside, and when she sat 
there, sheltered by a screen of curtains, gay 
with the scarlet and yellow of the Spanish 
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national colours, while she listened to the sigh 
of the wind in the valley, or the sound of flowing- 
water from the mountain stream that leapt 
downward amidst rocks. The dogs, the tame 
rabbits and the baby wild boar which formed 
the pets of the establishment, came and went as 
they pleased, with the confidence of members of 
an united family, and Dolores, with crimson 
roses in her hair, alternately ministered to the 
wants of her master's guests, or paused to drive 
away some presuming animal, whose self- 
assertion was found to be growing troublesome. 

" How pretty she is, that servant of yours,'' 
exclaimed Eva. " How I wish our parlour- 
maid at home might wear roses instead of a 
cap." 

'' Perhaps that would hardly answer in Gib- 
raltar," said her hostess. " This girl of ours is 
thoroughly Spanish, and when she first came 
to us I recognized that she would never realize 
my ideal of an English maid ; so I thought it 
better to leave her as she is." 

It was arranged that on the following morning- 
the visitors were to be taken to the celebrated 
gorge, which for wildness and magnificence of 
scenery cannot be surpassed in all Spain. An 
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early lunch was to be spread out upon the 
grass, and the host undertook to provide a 
donkey, with a man to lead it, for the convey- 
ance of the luncheon baskets. Dolores was 
directed to accompany the party in order to 
superintend the unpacking of plates and dishes, 
so that Eva and her hostess might be free to 
wander about as they chose. 

Dolores was far from pleased when, at the 
hour appointed for their start, she perceived 
that Tomas Mendoza was the man who had 
been selected to take charge of the donkey. 
As a matter of fact, hearing that somebody 
was required for the purpose, he had volunteered 
his services, which, for want of any reason to 
the contrary, had been promptly accepted. 
While the ladies and gentlemen walked on 
ahead, pausing every now and then to gather 
wild flowers or to admire some specially 
romantic view, she was necessarily obliged to 
remain behind with him, but she marked her 
displeasure by ignoring his presence altogether, 
and by receiving in dead silence such obser- 
vations as he ventured to make. If her mistress 
chose to order her to walk to the gorge in his 
company she knew it behoved her to obey, but 
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nothing could compel her to speak to him 
against her will. 

After a toilsome climb in ascending a rocky 
hill, whose surface was occasionally brightened 
by patches of palmetto and various low bushes, 
they at length reached the edge of the gorge, 
and Eva and her father were bidden to look 
down below them. Mere words would be 
powerless to describe the impression created by 
the splendid panorama which the hand of 
Nature has here spread out. A mighty mass 
of rock and mountain has been cleft in two as 
with one stroke of some gigantic sabre, and 
with but a narrow space dividing them, two 
colossal walls of cliff stand face to face. Between 
them, at a depth of over three hundred feet, 
runs a river which dashes itself into foam against 
the rocks that impede its passage, while here 
and there it subsides into still and sullen pools. 
Beyond the gorge the scene presents a delightful 
succession of alternate hill and valley ; and 
northward rise the peaks of the stately Sierras, 
stretching far away towards peerless Granada 
and the region of eternal snows. 

Dolores' mistress picked up a small piece of 
rock from the edge and flung it down into the 
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ravine. Her young guest listened intently 
while the fragment struck again and again 
against projecting portions of cliff, until finally 
it fell with an echoing plunge into the water 
below. 

" Ah ! " she said, drawing a long breath, " it 
is indeed a glorious place, but it is very 
frightening also. I suppose nothing could save 
me if I lost my balance and happened to fall 
over?" 

•*You would not feel much," said her friend. 
** You would be dead, or, at least, unconscious 
long before you reached the water. Come 
further back from the edge, my dear, if it makes 
you nervous to look down." 

But Eva did not move, and continued to 
gaze into the abyss, which fascinated though it 
terrified her. 

'* Has anybody ever got through the ravine 
from below ? " she asked. 

" I have," said her host, " but I don't know 
that I want to do it again. It is only to be 
managed by swimming, and the water is as 
cold as ice. The current, too, is unpleasantly 
strong ; after rain it comes down like a torrent, 
and then, of course, it would be altogether 



284 TALES OF THE ROCK 

impassable/' The sound of the falling piece of 
stone had roused numbers of blue-rock pigeons 
from their nests on the face of the opposite 
cliff, and now they flew out in hundreds with 
much graceful circling and wheeling overhead, 
and many shrill cries of terror. 

" There ought to be good shooting here,*' 
observed Eva's father, looking at the birds with 
a sportsman's eye. 

"Yes," replied his host, "but they want a 
lot of stopping, and I have given it up now. I 
found that they so constantly fell into the river, 
and then it is impossible to get them. I couldn't 
go on killing the poor brutes just for the sake 
of slaughter. Now look. Miss Eva," he con- 
tinued, " do you see those brown birds ? Those 
are vultures ; they also have nests here, and are 
near neighbours of the pigeons, who would 
probably rather be without them. But I will 
show you something more interesting than that. 
Look at that black speck in the distance, which 
you can just distinguish against the blue of 
the sky." 

" Yes,'* said Eva, her eyes following the 
direction in which he pointed. " What is it ? '* 

" That is a Peregrine eagle," he said, " and 
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now you shall see exactly where the nest is. 
Every spring for years and years there has been 
a Peregrine's nest in the same place. Look at 
the cliff facing us; do you notice a kind of 
small ledge or shelf about fifty feet from the 
top, with a cleft in the rock behind it ? " 

His young guest's face lit up with excitement. 
*' Is that it really ? " she said ; " a Peregrine's 
nest ? Oh, would it be possible to get one of 
the eggs ? It's not for myself, you know," she 
explained rapidly, "it's for my brother at 
Rugby. He has the best collection of bird's 
eggs in all the school, but I know he hasn't got 
a Peregrine's. I would give five dollars to any- 
body who would get me one to send him ; he 
would like it far better than any other present." 

** But, my dear," said her father, " he could 
buy one in England for half the price." 

** Oh, that wouldn't be the same thing at all," 
she answered. " If I could tell him that it came 
from Gaucin, and I had seen the nest myself, 
he would value it a great deal more. Do you 
think anybody could get me an Qgg ? " 

" I won't undertake the commission, thank 
you," said her host laughing ; " I should be very 
sorry to make the attempt." 
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" You can see for yourself what the place is 
like," remarked her father severely ; " surely 
you would not wish any person to risk break- 
ing his neck for the sake of gratifying your 
whim?" 

" Well, no, I suppose not," she replied some- 
what reluctantly ; ** I daresay it is too dangerous 
after all. But don't forget," she added, half in 
joke and half in earnest, " the offer of five 
dollars holds good if anybody is bold enough 
to earn the money." 

Now, Tomas Mendoza had learnt a certain 
amount of English during his residence at 
Linea, and he understood quite well what the 
young lady had said. He made no remark on 
it at the moment, but two hours later, when he 
and Dolores had returned to their employer's 
house, and were unstrapping the baskets from 
the donkey's back, he alluded to the matter. 

" The English senorita is mad like the rest 
of them," he said. *' She has offered to pay 
five dollars for an egg from the eagle's 
nest." 

Dolores turned round and looked at him with 
an unspoken question in her face. It was the 
first sign of interest she had shown during the 
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hours that they had spent together, and, en- 
couraged thereby, Mendoza continued, — 

" I shall get the egg for her myself," he said. 
" I shall go for it early to-morrow morning." 

Dolores shrugged her shoulders and laughed 
softly, as though amused 

" Oh, no, I think not," she said contemp- 
tuously ; *' you are too much of a coward for 
that. You would be afraid." 

So saying, and without waiting to notice the 
effect of her words, she lifted up the baskets and 
walked straight into the house. 

She knew very well that if anything could 
strengthen him in his intention it was the open 
expression of her want of faith in his courage. 
The imputation was undeserved, as had been 
sufficiently proved to her own knowledge on 
several occasions ; nevertheless, coming from 
her, it was bound to leave a sting. 

The two English guests had already departed, 
and their host had been compelled to go down 
the line on business which would detain him a 
couple of days, so there was no probability that 
any one from the bungalow would be going up 
to the gorge again just yet. If Mendoza really 
meant to do as he had said, he might count on 
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making his attempt undisturbed. Dolores, 
animated by the fierce hope that he might meet 
with some disaster, resolved that, unknown to 
him, she would go out and watch his proceed- 
ings from a distance. 

She said nothing of her intention, but at the 
first approach of morning she was up and 
dressed, and had left her room without awaking 
the other Spanish maid-servant who shared it 
with her. Outside the dew lay thick upon the 
grass, filmy cobwebs of gossamer were spread 
upon every bush, and in the air was that delight- 
ful sensation of freshness which comes only 
once in the twenty-four hours, at the moment 
when the sleeping earth awakes from slumber. 
There was no one stirring except herself, only 
some goats, grazing on the hillside, moved 
leisurely upward as she passed them, and a few 
startled rabbits fled rapidly into their holes 
when she drew near. 

She took her way towards the gorge upon 
the same side of the ravine as on the previous 
day, and carefully selected a spot whence she 
could command a good view of the Peregrine's 
nest. Seating herself here under the shelter of 
a thorn bush, she felt confident that she would 
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be unobserved, while at the same time she 
could closely watch every movement of Mendoza 
should he really come. Her conscience did not 
trouble her to think about the share her own 
words might have in bringing him. 

In little less than half an hour her patience 
was rewarded by the appearance of the man 
whom she was waiting for. He had crossed the 
river a mile or so lower down, and had made 
his way up the steep slope of the hill exactly as 
she herself had done on her own side of the 
gorge. Now his figure appeared upon the 
opposite cliff like a dark shape distinctly out- 
lined, and the abyss which divided her from him 
was so narrow that, if she had chosen, she could 
have spoken to him across it. 

She saw with a grim satisfaction that he had 
come alone. Had he brought a companion to 
assist him he would, no doubt, have been com- 
pelled to divide the prize ; as it was, he would 
be free to keep the money, should he procure 
the coveted eagle's egg. By trusting entirely 
to his own skill, he infinitely increased the risk ; 
but probably his covetousness or his self- 
confidence blinded him to his imprudence. To 
Dolores the offered reward seemed poor and 

U 
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paltry now that she was actually confronted 
with the peril of the undertaking ; five dollars 
was but a small sum to set in the balance 
against a man's life ; for she had no manner 
of doubt that, without exaggeration, it was 
indeed an affair of life and death. 

Mendoza tied a long rope round his waist, and 
fastened the other end to the trunk of a stunted 
olive tree which grew at the edge of the cliff, 
somewhat to the right of the spot where the 
eagle's nest was placed. The position of this 
tree gave him a distinct advantage at starting, 
and as he slowly lowered himself over the edge 
and began' to climb cautiously downwards, his 
proceedings indicated that he was setting about 
his work with coolness and deliberation. The 
upper part of the cliff was uneven and dotted 
at intervals with clumps of vegetation, therefore, 
at first, he was able to obtain some kind of 
foot-hold, and where this failed he could swing 
himself downward by his hands. 

But presently Dolores' eager gaze saw some- 
thing which Mendoza in his preoccupation had 
failed to notice. Bearing now a little to the 
right, and now to the left, according to such 
natural facilities as presented themselves, he 
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had unconsciously shifted the position of the 
rope so as to strain it tightly over the sharpened 
edge of a projecting rock above. Slowly but 
certainly that jagged piece of rock, aided by 
the weight from beneath, was cutting the rope 
in two. Dolores no longer cared to see the 
progress of the climber ; her attention was 
steadily fixed upon one point in the rope's 
length. Possibly the cord was more or less 
rotten in the first instance, but if so, this could 
make little difference in the result, except to 
hasten the inevitable catastrophe. 

At the first jerk caused by Mendoza's move- 
ments the rope broke, but by some miracle of 
activity he saved himself in the act of falling 
by grasping a fragment of palmetto, that grew 
some twelve or fourteen feet above the narrow 
ledge where he had hoped to reach the nest. 

So now the Spaniard remained clinging to 
the face of that terrible cliff; below him, at a 
depth of over two hundred and f\[ty feet, shone 
a gleam of the river, while above his head hung 
the dangling end of the broken rope. He 
dared not loose for an instant either hand or 
foot-hold, for any effort to move upwards ; his 
only chance of prolon.^ing for a brief space the 
U 2 
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life which his foolhardiness had forfeited, com- 
pelled him to strain every nerve to maintain 
his precarious position. Hope, which even in 
the worst extremities of danger will still assert 
itself, whispered that there might yet be a 
slender chance that some goatherd upon the 
mountains might happen to see his peril, and 
bring assistance before it was too late. 

Dolores sat still and watched his agony with a 
smile upon her lips and her heart full of diabolical 
exultation. Had she run with all her speed to 
summon help, she might possibly have been 
the means of saving him, but such mercy as 
that formed no part of her nature or her inten- 
tions. She watched him without the slightest 
pity or compunction, exactly as hundreds of 
times in the bull-ring she had watched the 
helpless and blinded horses dying slowly in 
unspeakable torments. 

Is it the passion for that accursed national 
pastime, I wonder, which makes the Spanish 
people so callous to the sufferings of others ? 
Is it natural delight in either causing or witness- 
ing pain that renders this characteristic so 
marked, or is this only the necessary result of 
centuries of applauded bull-fights ? Be the 
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cause what it may, the effect is the same ; it 
can be seen alike in the boys who artistically 
torture their half-tamed sparrows by squeezing 
their throats till the poor birds arc on the verge 
of strangulation, and in the muleteers who beat 
their animals about the head until the blood 
streams down, or whose donkeys' backs, on the 
removal of their heavy loads, are found to be 
covered with festering sores. 

Dolores occupied her mind with calculations 
as to how long it would be possible for 
Mendoza's strength to bear the tension which 
he was now enduring. She wanted to be there 
to see, when the tortured muscles should relax 
their hold, and her doomed fellow-creature 
should fall downward to his destruction. But 
yet she did not wish that this should happen 
too soon. The longer he could hold out, the 
more exquisite must be the mental as well as 
the physical torture which he underwent ; and 
it pleased her well that that bitter cup should 
be drunk to the very dregs. 
• Now and then she looked round over the 
mountains on either hand, in fear lest some 
deliverer should appear when least expected. 
But there was no human footfall upon those 
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deserted hills, no human ear but hers to catch 
the echo of a cry for help. 

He was stronger than she had expected, this 
man, whom she might have saved had she so 
willed. Hour after hour passed, and still he 
clung to that frail support. She waited till the 
sun was high in the heavens, beating fiercely 
down upon his upturned face. She saw the 
vultures poised with motionless wings far above 
his head ; they were watching him also with the 
same tireless patience with which they watch 
the dying goats upon the mountain side. She 
saw the eagle come back to her nest from afar, 
ancJl circle again and again, half in anger and 
half in curiosity, round the figure of this intruder 
who had ventured so close to her airy dwelling- 
place. Then at last Dolores felt that she durst 
no longer linger where she was, for should her 
mistress become alarmed at her absence, and 
send out to look for her, she did not choose to 
be sought just there. 

So, with many a backward glance at the 
miserable man she left behind, she went down 
to the house to take up her neglected daily 
duties, and she received with every appearance 
of contrition the chiding which her mistress 
thought she merited for her absence. 
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Yet, nevertheless, ere the daylight had faded 
utterly before the uprising of the glittering 
crescent moon, she had found her way to the 
gorge once more, and was straining her eyes 
through the gathering darkness towards the 
spot where Mendoza had been. 

But he was no longer there, and the clump of 
palmetto to which he had clung so long had 
vanished also. The weight of his body had, no 
doubt, uprooted it altogether ; some indistinct 
marks upon the surface of the rock sufficiently 
served to indicate the place where it had been. 
Dolores leant over the edge of the precipice and 
looked down. But she saw nothing that could 
enlighten her further as to what had happened ; 
if those gloomy waters possessed a secret, they 
knew well how to keep it. Yet she had so 
little doubt in her own mind as to the conclud- 
ing scene of that day's tragedy, that she rose to 
her feet with a gesture of triumph, crying out 
loud into the silence of the approaching night, 
" My brother is avenged.'* 

On the afternoon of the next day the other 
Spanish servant who worked at the bungalow 
came in with news. " They have found the 
body of one of the men from the line,*' she said. 
** It had been washed down the river a mile and 
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a half below here. They say he must have 
fallen from some height, for he was battered and 
bruised, so that he could hardly be recognized. 
Perhaps you may have known him, Dolores. 
He came from your neighbourhood, and his 
name was Mendoza." 

In the meantime, during the absence of his 
daughter, old Martinez down at Linea was 
having good luck over his smuggling ventures. 
Long years of practice had matured his judg- 
ment as to when and how his undertakings 
should be carried out, but unlike many people, 
he had never presumed upon the favours of 
fortune so far as to grow careless or neglectful 
of proper precautions. When, therefore, his 
luck suddenly changed for the worse, and a 
great calamity befell him, he was able to lay 
the blame entirely upon untoward circum- 
stances, and to feel free from self-reproach. 

He was in his boat as usual one night, and 
had spent a lively hour off the shore trying to 
evade the notice of his ever-watchful enemies. 
They seemed more wakeful or more energetic 
than ever that evening, for several times when 
he had cautiously approached the land, and 
had been on the point of sending the dogs 
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ashore, some sound or movement had warned 
him that it would be wiser not to do so. He 
had therefore been compelled to retire seawards, 
advancing again after a reasonable interval, and 
this had continued now for over two hours, so 
that he began seriously to consider whether he 
had not best abandon his intentions for the 
present. But a man who is an adept in his 
special profession does not easily confess him- 
self beaten, and when, after another period of 
waiting, Martinez heard the crack of a rifle, and 
a confused sound of shouting and scuffling a 
quarter of a mile ahead of him, he realized 
that some rival in his own art was engaging 
the attention of the Guardacostas, and had 
apparently been clumsy enough to get himself 
into trouble. This unknown individual's mis- 
fortune was his own opportunity ; the Govern- 
ment employes would have enough to do in 
attending to one case of smuggling at a time. 
With a few strong strokes of the oar, his boat 
was immediately brought close to land, and 
the dogs were hastily sent overboard. But 
for once the old man's calculations were 
incorrect. A second rifle shot, this time un- 
expectedly and unpleasantly close at hand, 

X 
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proved that some hidden watcher was aware of 
his movements. Almost simultaneously with 
the discharge of the weapon there was a sudden 
splash and a cry from the water. 

Martinez seized his oars and made his way 
rapidly out to sea, swearing violently to him- 
self as he did so. " It is that infernal black 
dog/' he said savagely, *' I always knew he was 
a fool. No amount of training will teach him 
to be sharp enough to get out of a difficulty." 

But yet when, several hours later, he came 
back to his cottage, the first thing he saw was 
that self-same black dog lying placidly asleep 
in a corner. The other two inferior animals 
were also there ; only Lila, the incomparable 
Lila, was nowhere to be seen. 

Martinez ground his teeth with rage ; he 
cursed every man in the Guardacostas by all 
the saints in the calendar and all the demons 
of Hades. "They have wounded Lila,'' he 
thought; ''but she will find her way home all 
the same if we give her time ; oh, yes, she is 
quite sure to do that. Perhaps they have 
lamed her, and the weight of the tobacco 
prevents her from coming along." 

He went over to the open door and stood 
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there for some time, looking out into the night, 
and whistling softly. But Lila did not respond 
to his summons. 

He knew that it would be useless to go back 
to the beach at present. He would only fall 
foul of those detested coastguardsmen, and he 
could make no discoveries of any kind in the 
darkness. But as soon as early morning caused 
the watch to be relaxed, and all persons could 
pass freely along . the shore without exciting 
suspicion, he went straight to the place where 
the dogs had landed on the previous night. 
And there, lying upon the sand just at high- 
water mark, he found the lifeless body of the 
friend who had served him so long and so faith- 
fully. Some ruthless hand had robbed her of 
her burden, and had flung her down in the 
spot where she had died, and little wavelets, all 
sparkling and dancing in the morning sunshine, 
had washed away the blood from the death - 
wound above her heart. Martinez lifted up her 
body in his arms, and walked slowly homeward, 
like a man who is moving in a dream. He sat 
down in his lonely cottage, still holding her 
across his knees, while the salt water dripped 
down from the stiffened limbs, and formed a 
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pool upon the bare stone floor. Hour after 
hour he remained silent and motionless with 
drooping head and vacant eyes. The other 
dogs fought for the possession of a disputed 
bone, but he neither seemed to hear nor to heed 
them. Had he tried to put his feelings into 
words, he would have failed entirely. He only 
knew that a blank had come into his daily life 
which nothing would serve to fill. 

In the dusk of the evening a footstep crossed 
the threshold, and a hand was laid upon his 
shoulder. " Father," said the voice of Dolores, 
" I have come home." 

But the old man scarcely raised his head. 
The return of such a child as his was but a 
poor compensation for the loss of the dog that 
had loved him. 



THE END. 
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